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EDITOR’S INTRODUCTION 


Tie purpose of this book is to show that Art 
is really for Everyman, and that the language 
of art criticism may be as simple and direct as fte 
statements of the artists themselves. We will 
ignore the mysterious terms and phrases of that 
“critic" who seems to think that his function is 
to confuse rather than to clarify, who seems to 
believe that simple declarative sentences are ta- 
boo, and that his stature as a writer on art svill 
depend on the length and complexify of his para- 
graphs. We hope to demonstrate to our readers 
diat tiiere are men who have not been fearful of 
introducing Heart and Sentiment into tireir 
prose, men who write with passion, emotion and 
imagination about the artists they admire. We 
would like to drink that the excerpts printed in 
the follorving pages ^vill cause many a reader to 
seek further, to search for other tvritings of our 
critics and other pictures by tho mlists here rep- 
resented. 

For our painters we have taken ten great fig- 
ures out of tho pageant of art history. Witli our 
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selection no innn mny tjuibblc tlie nicistcrs nrc 
all surely great. We, too, wish tlicrc were space 
for more of them; for Holbein, and Diirer, and 
Frans Hals, to name a few. But here none Uic less 
is a grand suite of names— Leonardo da Vinci, 
\fichelangelo, Raphael, Titian, Bruegel, Rubens, 
Rembrandt, El Greco, Velasquez and Vermeer. 

For the critics, our task was a more difficult 
one. Here we were tempted to prove our point: 
that the poet, tlie dramatist, the ess.ayist, the nov- 
elist, as well as die historian, all may write aptly 
of Art and Artists. Tlicre surely is no single style 
or formula, as there certainly is no single style or 
manner for die painter himself. As die ardsl may 
cover a huge ceiling widi frescoes, or a simple 
small w'ood panel or canvas to express himself, so 
may the writer employ a volume, an essay or a 
sonnet to convey to us his message. Tliercfore, 
we have selected passages from a novel by Som- 
erset Maugham for the finest tribute to El Greco 
that we know’. We have chosen a chapter from 
Hendrik Willem van Loon’s Life and Times of 
Rembrandt van Rijn for an astonishing “imag- 
inary conversation” between the artist and his 
biographer. We tried to indicate the variety of 
styles available by selecting Vasari’s account of 
Raphael. Vasari’s Lives has been used by almost 
every w’riter on die history of the Renaissance, 
from the sixteenth century to the present day. 
Arthur, Count de Gobineau, gives us a brilhandy 
vm 
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conceived dramatic sketch set in the studio of 
Michelangelo. We quote from the scintillating 
lecture notes of the French scholar Taine, as well 
as from the two most widely read hooks on art 
history of oar own time, Elie Faures History of 
Art and ^fcn of Art by Thomas Craven. We pur- 
posely include two sdiolarly essays, to show what 
good art criticism is like, by Virgil Barker and 
Phih'p Hale. In their respective pieces on Bruegel 
and Vermeer, they demonstrate that writing on 
art can be lucid, straightforv\'ard, and easy of 
comprehension. 

Centuries ago, people were less easily fright- 
ened a^vay from an informal and natural contact 
with art. It was more a part of their daily life 
and was accepted quite casually. The individual 
encountered it when he went to church, when he 
passed through die streets of his city, when he 
entered a public building to have a paper signed 
or stamped. Today, we seem to forget tliat the 
painter or sculptor was once classed as a crafts- 
man, a member of a guild. Indeed, the painters 
of the fifteenth century in Florence, in that gold- 
en age of art history, were enrolled in the Guild 
of Physicians and Apothecaries. Then, the artist 
served a long apprenticeship and labored inter- 
minable hours and was bound down in his per- 
formance by a rigid contract. And when his work 
was done, his fellow townsmen entered the 
church or public building to judge it. There was 
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ns ycl no Bolicmva for the artist, no Galleiy for 
the connoisseurs. 

Today the sotting is uifferent. It rofiuircs n 
special effort to inahe contact with art, and the 
individual who visits nujscuins and galleries for 
the "previews” and takes tea or cocV.tails at “open- 
ings" labels himself an art lover and believes la- 
is llnis set apart from ordiirary mortals. Yet he is 
no better endowed to understand or enjoy what 
he secs than the rest of us even if he peppers his 
conversation with those art e.xpressions most 
stylish at the moment. We have on our side that 
great genius of satire, Hogarth, who wrote that 
art is accessible to all “however tiny may have 
been awed and overborn by pompous terms ol 
art, hard names, etc." 

Let almost any “art lover," including the critic, 
think of tlic first pictures which enchanted him. 
He must go far back to memories of chilrlhood 
no doubt, and then surely his favorites were those 
pictures which fold stories . , . graphic, ro- 
mantic, tender ns the ease might be. iliese arc 
tlie very pictures which he grew up to recognize 
as second rate or even bad by his new-found 
standards. But is Uicrc no place for these in his 
new, more austere sclrcme of things? Tlicy served 
a real purpose when they first awakctied his in- 
terest. We feel that drerc is need for more gen- 
erosity in modern criticism and much more hu- 
mility. Tire most overworked clich6 in art dis- 


X 


EDiTon's in'thopuction 
cussions is the one that goes “I don’t know much 
about Art but I know what I like." Happy the in- 
diwdual for whom flu's is truel A discerning car- 
toonist once did a sketch in tvhidi a venerable, 
bearded art critic stands in a salon where the 
walls are covered with canvases. He is obviously 
confused. The caption reads “I know aU about 
Art, but I don't know what I like " 

Let us then take all the definitions and theories 
and try to discover some central idea cjommon to 
all. They agree in one major respect— that art is 
really little more than another man's mode of 
expressing universal sentiments, ideas, or esperi^ 
cnees. He may have his richest e.tpericnces when 
contemplating the wonders of Uie physical uni- 
verse about him, or be mi^t be one to get his 
stimuli from a world of dreams and from things 
or adventures imagined. In this respect he is little 
different from you and me. But he does have a 
more adequate tool than most of us for express- 
ing what he thinks and feels, and for recording 
it in at least semipermanent form. If what he has 
to say is so subtle and his mode of expression so 
obscure that we do not understand him, then his 
contribution is a small one and destined to be 
short-lived. 

Now there is another \vay to make people 
aware of art. This is flie romantic biography. We 
have all \vjtnessecl the phenomenon of the crowds 
rushing to art exhibits, many never having 
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inside a museum before, because a novelist had 
used as his central character a strange painter, 
Vincent Van Gogh, who in one episode cuts oil 
his ear and sends it as a gift to a prostitute. That 
ear sent millions into museums! But even here 
some benefit results. A first exposure to art is tlius 
made. Perhaps the anecdote will recede ultimate- 
ly to the more distant planes of memory. Per- 
haps images of tlie paintings themselves will be 
recollected by the visitor, and a new and good 
habit thus acquired. 

We return to the drought drat Sentiment must 
return to writing on art. We hold not widr tire 
critic who plays the part of a surgeon doing an 
autopsy. The patient dead, all sentience gone, his 
is a cold job of analysis. He takes orrr picture 
apart and makes his report. We can do that with 
automobiles and tanks and dishwashers, but not 
with paintings. We introduce here one disclaimer. 
We certainly do not feel that all serious art criti- 
cism is bad; we have selected trvo splendid ex- 
amples for inclusion in this book. We cavil onl}' 
at that writer who confounds us with phrases 
that mean nothing, with interpretations Aat are 
not valid, and with a generally awesome analysis 
of shapes, forms, and visions apparent only to 
himself. 

By the same token we do not feel that tire 
reader should deduce that he knows as much as 
the expert as soon as he begins to look at pic- 

XII 
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hires. \Vc feel that the enjoyment of art comes 
first and easily, and wc emphasize tlie implica- 
tions of the word enjoyment. When you see a 
picture and tahe pleasure in its contemplation, 
enjoyment results. We prefer to give to the 
word apprcciadon a more elevated connotation. 
Enjoyment is but a part of it ^Vllea wo see a 
painting in terms of the age, the atmosphere, the 
circumstances which produced it, then we arc 
coming closet to a true appreciation and our ex- 
perience is bound to be a ridier one. 

In the field of aesthetics it is simple enough to 
be a stormy petrel. Hiis is hardly our purpose. 
We arc here interested in good writing and in 
good Art. It is our hope that the excerpts here re- 
printed will stimulate readers to seek out the 
original works of tlie roasters discussed. No criti- 
cism or fine writing could ever be a substitute 
for what will be learned or felt about a work of 
art when the observer stands before it. 

There is one quality common to all the wiling 
in this book. It is personal, subjective, often pas- 
sionate. These are not witers fearful of admitting 
that they have strong emotional reactions when 
looking at a picture or statue. They have a case 
to plead, a hero to champion. Theirs is not the 
role of judge but rather that of tlie barrister 
who will do his best to win his case. Here you 
will not come upon fiie careful appraisals of the 
doctor of philosophy. But on almost every page 
xm 
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you will encounter tlie llionf;lils nncl sentiincnl.*: 
of gillocl men wlio felt sincerely wli.nt they said 
in whatever mcclhim tliey used, lliey will not 
lend yovi nstray, I nm sure. And if thej' do lend 
Uic render to n better undcrstnndiny of the mas- 
ters, the purpose of this volume will be amply 
fuirdled. 

ni:nM.\N' J. \Vi:aisi.m 



THE POCKET BOOK OF 

OLD MASTERS 



sicHii ri. > 
LEONARDO DA VINCI 

Sr-i.r-RonTiiAiT 






DA VINCI PL 1 

The Annunciation 

[ DETAIL ] 




TA VINCI 


'-t 


Beatrice d’EIte 





AM;' 



Head of the Savior 



La Belle Ferronniere 



LEONARDO DA VINCI 


HS^-tV9 


Lco.vardo da Vdvcx Here indeed is a name to 
conjure with. Wizard and magician he has been 
called by his contemporaries and by posterity. 
His was the most inquiring mind of all time, for 
he sato mystery everywhere and delved deep to 
solve it He studied the earth and the sky. He teas 
one of the first to divine that water had once coiy 
ered the entire known world. He contemplated 
the heavens and recorded the movements of stars. 
He drew plans for flijing machines and war^ 
machinery and pipe-lines and cathedrals. He 
made sketches of the naked body which he cut 
open himself I he drew the likenesses of the freaks 
of nature wherever he found them. He drew pic- 
tures of saints and madonnas and fauns and 
pagan folk out of fable and legend. 

U is surprising that Leonardo's exiraordinary 
observations, so many of them revdlutionanj in 
theory, did not influence hts contemporanes more 
than history indicates. But it was only at a com- 
parativelsj laic date that hts voluminous hand- 
written manuscripts were and 
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lished for an astonished world to contemplate. 
We can thus skip back over the centuries and ex 
amine as no kinsman of his might, the entin 
range of his prodigious achievement. 

The passages of haunting beauty which are 
quoted in the following pages are from Walter 
Paters essay on Leonardo. This essay is but one 
of a series which comprise the volume published 
in 1873 under the title Studies in tlie History of 
the Renaissance. There is nowhere a more just 
appraisal of its worth than in these phrases of 
Arthur Symons, liimself a brilliant essayist and 
critic. He writes, "That book of Studies in the 
Renaissance, even with the rest of Pater to choose 
from, seems to me sometimes to he the most beau- 
tiful book of prose in our literature.” 

The original text is here recorded in a some- 
what shortened version, but the reader of this 
chapter will find easy access to the complete vol- 
ume. Our selection contains passages and images 
of sheerest poetry revealing keen insight into the 
mind of one of the few real geniuses of recorded 
history. And with this rare insight into a unique 
mind is combined the most subtle appreciation 
of those few works of Leonardo in the realm of 
painting which have been preserved. 


H. j. w. 



LEONARDO DA VINCI 


by 

^YaUer Pater 


His LIFE has three divisions— thirty years at 
Florence, nearly hventy years at Milan, then nine- 
teen years of wandering, till he sinks to rest un- 
der the protection of Francis the First at the 
Chbteau de Clou. The dishonor of illegitimacy 
hangs over his birth. Piero Antonio, bis father, 
was of a noble Florentine house, of Vinci in the 
Val dArno, and Leonardo, brought up delicately 
among the true children of that bouse, was the 
love-child of his youth, with the keen, ptu’ssant 
nature such children often have. We see him in 
his boyhood fascinating all men by his beauty, 
improvising music and songs, buying the caged 
birds and setting them free, as he walked the 
streets of Florence, fond of odd bright dresses 
and spirited horses. 

From his earliest years he .designed many ob- 
jects, and constructed models in relief, of which 
Vasari menb’oos some of women smiling. His 
father, pondering over tliis promise in the child, 
look him to the WOTksbop of Andrea del Verroc- 
chio, then the most famous artist in Florence. 


3 
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Beautiful objects lay about there-reliquaries, 
pyxes, silver images for the pope’s chapel at 
Rome, strange fancy-work of the middle age, 
keeping odd company with fragments of antiq- 
uity, then but htely discovered. Another student 
Leonardo may have seen there— a lad into whose 
soul the level light and aerial illusions of Italian 
sunsets had passed, in after days famous as Peru- 
gino. 

Verrocchio was an artist of tlie earlier Floren- 
tine type, carver, painter, and worker in metals, 
in one; designer, not of pictures only, but of all 
things for sacred or household use, drinking- 
vessels, ambries, instruments of music, making 
them all fair to look upon, filling the common 
ways of life with the reflection of some far-off 
brightness; and years of patience had refined his 
hand till his work was now sought after from dis- 
tant places. 

It happened that Verrocchio was employed by 
the brethren of Vallombrosa to paint the Bap- 
tism of Christ, and Leonardo was allowed to fin- 
ish an angel in the left-hand corner. Tlie pupil 
surpassed the master; and Verrocchio turned 
away as one stunned, and as if his sweet earlier 
work must thereafter be distasteful to him, from 
the bright animated angel of Leonardo’s hand. 

The angel may still be seen in Florence, a space 
of sunlight in the cold, labored old picture; but 
the legend is true only in sentiment, for painting 

4 
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had always been the art by which Verrocchio set 
least store. And as in a sense be anticipates Leo* 
nardo, so to the last Leonardo recalls the studio 
of Verrocchio. Amid all the cunning and intricacy 
of his Lombard manner this never left him. 

And because it was the perfection of that style, 
it awolce in Leonardo some seed of discontent 
which lay in the secret places of his nature. For 
the way to perfection is lluough a series of dis- 
gusts, and this picture— all that he had done so 
far in his life at Florence— was after all in the old 
slight manner. His art, if it was to be something 
in the world, must be weighted with more of the 
meaning of nature and purpose of humanity. Na- 
ture was “die true mistress of higher intelli- 
gences." He plunged, then, into the study of na- 
ture. For years he seemed to those about him as 
one listening to a voice silent for other men. 

He learned here the art of going deep, of 
tracking the sources of expression to their sub- 
tlest retreats, the power of an intimate presence 
in the things he handled. He did not at once or 
entirely desert his art; only he was no longer 
the cheerful, objective painter, through whose 
soul, as through clear glass, the bright figures of 
Florentine life, only made a little mellower and 
more pensive by the transit, passed on to the 
white wall. He wasted many days in curious 
tricks of design, seeming to lose himself in die 
spinning of intricate devices of line and color. He 
5 
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was sinitlen wth a love of tlie impossiblc-tlio 
perforation of mountains, changing the course of 
rivers, raising great buildings, such as the church 
of Son Giouonni, in the air; all those feats for the 
performance of which natural magic professed 
to have the key. Later UTiters, indeed, sec in 
these efforts au anticipation of modern mechan- 
ics; in him they were rather dreams, thrown off 
by the overwrought and laboring brain. 

Tile year 1483— the year of the birth of Raphael 
and the thirty-first of Leonardo’s life— is fi.vcd 
as the date of his visit to Milan by the letter 
in which he recommends himself to Ludovico 
Sforza, and offers to tell him, for a price, strange 
secrets in the art of war. The fame of Leonardo 
had gone before him, and he was to model a 
colossal statue of Francesco, the first Duke of 
Milan. As for Leonardo himself, he came not as 
an artist at all, or careful of the fame of one; 
but as a player on the harp, a strange harp of sil- 
ver of his own construction, shaped in some cur- 
ious likeness to a horse’s skull. The capricious 
spirit of Ludovico was susceptible also to the 
power of music, and Leonardo’s nature had a 
kind of spell in it. Fascination is always tlie word 
descriptive of him. No portrait of his youth re- 
mains; but all tends to make us believe tliat up 
to this time some charm of voice and aspect, 
strong enough to balance the disadvantage of his 
birtli, had played about him. His physical 
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strength was great; it was said that lie could 
bend a horseshoe like a coil of lead. 

The Duomo, work of artists from beyond the 
Alps, so fantastic to the eye of a Florentine used 
to the mellow, unbroken surfaces of Giotto and 
Arnolfo, was then in all its freshness; and below, 
in the streets of Milan, moved a people as fantas- 
tic, changeful, and dreamlike. 

The movement of the fifteenth century was 
hvofold; partly the Renaissance, partly also the 
coming of what is called the “modern spirit,” 
with its reah'sm, its appeal to experience. It com- 
prehended a return to antiquity, and a return to 
nature. Raphael represents the return to an- 
tiquity, and Leonardo the return to nature. 

In him first appears the taste for what is bizarre 
or recherche in landscape; hollow places full of 
the green shadow of bituminous rocks, ridged 
reefs of trap-rock which cut the water into quaint 
sheets of light,— their exact antitype is in our o^vn 
western seas; all the solemn effects of moving 
water. 

And not into nature only; but he plunged also 
into human personality, and became above all a 
painter of portraits; faces of a modelling more 
sldlful tlian has been seen before or since, em- 
bodied \vith a reality which almost amounts to 
illusion, on the dark air. To take a character as it 
was, and delicately sound its stops, suited one so 
curious in observation, curious in invention. He 
7 
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painted thus the portraits of Ludovico’s mis- 
tresses, Lucretia Crivelli and Cecilia Galerani the 
poetess, of Ludovico himself, and the Duchess 
Beatrice. The portrait of Cecilia Galerani is lost, 
but that of Lucretia Crivelli has been identified 
with La Belle Ferronniere of the Louvre, and 
Ludovico’s pale, anxious face still remains in the 
Ambrosian library. Opposite is the portrait of 
Beatrice d’Este, in whom Leonardo seems to have 
caught some presentiment of early death, paint- 
ing her precise and grave, full of the refinement 
of the dead, in sad earth-colored raiment, set 
with pale stones. 

About the Last Supper, its decay and restora- 
tions, a whole literature has risen up, Goethe’s 
pensive sketch of its sad fortunes being perhaps 
the best. The death in childbirth of the Duchess 
Beatrice was followed in Ludovico by one of 
those paroxysms of religious feeling which in him 
were constitutional. The low, gloomy Dominican 
church of Saint Mary of the Graces had been 
die favorite oratory of Beatrice. She had spent 
her last days there, full of sinister presentiments; 
at last it had been almost necessary to remove 
her from it by force; and now it was here that 
mass was said a hundred times a day for her re- 
pose. On the damp wall of the refectory, oozing 
ivith mineral salts, Leonardo painted the Last 
Supper. Effective anecdotes were told about it, 
his retouchings and delays. They show him re- 
8 
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fusing to work except at the moment of invention, 
scornful of anyone who supposed that art could 
be a work of mere industry and rule, often com- 
ing the whole length of Milan to give a single 
touch. He painted it, not in fresco, where all must 
be impromptu, but in oik, the new method which 
he had been one of the first to welcome, because 
it allowed of so many afterthoughts, so refined a 
working out of perfection. It turned out that on a 
plastered wall no process could have been less 
durable. Within fifty years it had fallen into de- 
cay. And now we have to turn back to Leonardo’s 
own studies, above all to one drawing of the cen- 
tral head at the Brera, which, in a union of ten- 
derness and severity in the face-lines, reminds 
one of the monumental work of Mino da Fiesole, 
to trace it as it was. 

Here was another effort to lift a given subject 
out of the range of its traditional associations. 
Strange, after all the mystic developments of the 
middle age, was the effort to see the Eucharist, 
not as the pale Host of the altar, but as one taking 
leave of his friends. Five years afterwards the 
young Raphael, at Florence, painted it with 
sweet and solemn effect in the refecto^ of Saint 
Onofrio; but still with all the mystical unreality 
of the school of Perugino. Vasari pretends that 
the central head was never finished. But finished 
or unfinished, or owing part of its effect to a 
mellowing decay, the head of Jesus does but 


9 
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consummate the sentiment of the whole com- 
pany-ghosts tlirough .which you see the wall, 
faint as tlie shadows of die leaves upon die wall 
on autumn afternoons. This figure is but die faint- 
est, die most spectral of them all. 

The Last Supper was finished in 1497; in 1498 
the French entered Milan, and whether or not 
the Gascon bowmen used it as a mark for their 
arrows,, die model of Franeesco Sforza certainly 
did not survive. What, in that age, such work w'as 
capable of being— of what nobility, amid what 
racy truthfulness to fact— we may judge from the 
bronze statue of Bartolomeo Collconi on horse- 
back, modelled by Leonardo’s master, Verroc- 
chio (he died of grief, it was said, because, the 
mold accidentally failing, he was unable to com- 
plete it), still standing in die piazza of Saint John 
and Saint Paul at Venice. Some traces of the 
thing may remain in certain of Leonardo’s draw- 
ings, and perhaps also, by a singular circum- 
stance, in a far-off town of France. For Ludovico 
became a prisoner, and ended his days at Loches 
in Touraine. After many years of captivity in die 
dungeons below, where all seems sick with bar- 
barous feudal memories, he was allowed at last, 
it is said, to breathe fresher air for awhile in one 
of the rooms of the great tower still shown, its 
walls covered with strange painted arabesques, 
ascribed by tradition to his hand, amused a litde, 
in this way, through the tedious years. In those 
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vast helmets and human faces and pieces of ar- 
mor, among wHch, in great \etters, the motto 
Infelix Sum is woven in and out, it is perhaps not 
too fanciful to see the fruit of a wstful after- 
dreaming over Leonardos sundry experiments 
on the armed figure of the great dulce, which 
had occupied tlie hvo so much dining the days 
of their good fortune at Milan. 

The remaining years of Leonardo’s life are 
more or less years of wandering. From his bril- 
liant life at court he had saved nothing, and he 
returned to Florence a poor man. Perhaps neces- 
sity kept his spirit e.Yctted: the next four years 
are one prolonged rapture of ecstasy of inven- 
tion. He painted now the pictures of the Louvre, 
his most authentic Nvorli, which came there 
straight from the cabinet of Francis the First, at 
Fontainebleau. One picture of his, the Saint Anne 
—not the Somt Anne of the Louvre, but a simple 
cartoon, now in London— revived for a moment 
a sort of appreciation more common in an earher 
time, when good pictures had still seemed mi- 
raculous. For two days a crowd of people of all 
qualities passed in naive exdtement through the 
chamber where it hung, and gave Leonardo a 
taste of tlie “triumph" of Cimabue, But his work 
^^•as less wth the saints than with the living wom- 
en of Florence. For he lived sbll in the polished 
society that he loved, and in the houses of Flor- 
ence, left perhaps a little subject to light flioughts 
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by the death of Savonarola— the latest gossip 
(1869) is of an undraped Mona Lisa, found in 
some out-of-thc'-way corner of the late Orleans 
collection— he saw Ginevra di Benci, and Lisa, 
die young third wife of Francesco del Giocondo. 
As we have seen him using incidents of sacred 
story, not for their own sake, nor as mere subjects 
for pictorial realisation, but as a cryptic language 
for fancies all his own, so now he found a vent for 
his thought in taking one of these languid wom- 
en, and raising her, as Leda or Pomona, as Mod- 
esty or Vanity, to the seventh heaven of symboli- 
cal expression. 

La Gioconda is, in the truest sense, Leonardo’s 
masterpiece, the revealing instance of his-mode 
of thought and work. In suggestiveness, only the 
Melancholia of Diirer is comparable to it; and no 
crude symbolism disturbs the effect of its sub- 
dued and graceful mystery. We all know the face 
and hands of the figure, set in its marble chair, in 
that circle of fantastic rocks, as in some faint light 
under sea. Perhaps of all ancient pictures time 
has chilled it least. As often happens with works 
in which invention seems to reach its limit, there 
is an element in it given to, not invented by, the 
master. In that inestimable folio of drawings, 
once in the possession of Vasari, were certain de- 
signs by Verrocchio, faces of such impressive 
beauty that Leonardo in his boyhood copied 
them many times. It is hard not to connect with 
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these designs of the elder, by*past master, as wth 
its germinal principle, the unfathomable smile, 
always with a touch of something sinister in it, 
which plays over all Leonardo's work. Besides, 
the picture is a portrait. From childhood we see 
this image defining itself on the fabric of his 
dreams, and but for express historical testimony, 
we might fancy that this was but his ideal lady, 
embodied and beheld at last What was the re- 
lationship of a living Florentine to this creature 
of his thought? By what strange affinities had the 
dream and the person grown up thus apart ^d 
yet so closely together? Present from the first in- 
corporeally in Leonardo's brain, dimly traced in 
the designs of Verrocchio, she is found present at 
last in U Giocondo’s house. That there is much of 
mere portraiture in the picture is attested by the 
legend that by artificial means, the presence of 
mimes and flute-players, that subtle expression 
was protracted on the face. Again, was it in four 
years and by renewed labor never really com- 
pleted, or in four months and as by stroke of 
magic, that the image was projected? 

The presence that rose thus so strangely beside 
the waters, is expressive of what in the ways of 
a thousand years men had come to desire. Hers 
is the head upon which all “the ends of the world 
are come,” and the eyelids are a little weary. It 
is a beauty wrought out from within upon the 
flesh, the deposit, little cell by cell, of strange 
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thoughts and fanlaslic reveries and exquisite pas- 
sions. Set it for a moment beside one of those 
white Greek goddesses or beautiful women of 
antiquity, and how would they be troubled by 
this beauty, into which the soul with all its mala- 
dies has passed! All the thoughts and experience 
of die world have etched and moulded there, in 
that which they have of power to refine and make 
expressive the outward form, the animalism of 
Greece, the lust of Rome, the mysticism of the 
middle age witla its spiritual ambition and imag- 
inative loves, the return of the Pagan world, tlie 
sins of the Borgias. She is older tlian the rocks 
among which she sits; like the vampire, she has 
been dead many times, and learned the secrets of 
the grave; and has been a diver in deep seas, and 
keeps their fallen day about her; and tralficked for 
strange webs with Eastern merchants, and, as 
Leda, was the mother of Helen of Troy, and, as 
Saint Anne, the motlier of Mary; and all this has 
been to her but as tlie sound of lyTes and flutes, 
and fives only in the delicacy with which it has 
moulded the changing lineaments, and tinged tlie 
eyelids and the hands. The fancy' of a perpetual 
life, sweeping together ten thousand experiences, 
is an old one; and modern philosophy has con- 
ceived the idea of humanity' as wrought upon by, 
and summoning up in itself, all modes of thought 
and fife. Certainly Lady Lisa might stand as the 
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einbodimeot of the old fancy, the symbol of the 
modem idea. 

During these years at Florence Leonardo's his- 
tory is die history of his art; for himself, he is 
lost in the bright cloud of it 

One other great work was left for him to do, a 
work all trace of which soon vanished, [a work] 
in which he had Midielangelo for his rival. Leo- 
nardo chose an incident from the battle of Ang- 
hiari, in which two parries of soldiers fight for a 
standard. Like Michelangelo’s, his cartoon is lost, 
and has come to us only in sketches, and in a 
fragment of Rubens, Michelangelo was twenty- 
seven years old; Leonardo more dian fifty; and 
Raphael, then nineteen years of age, firing 
Florence for the first time, came and ^^'atched 
them as they worked. 

We catch a glimpse of Leonardo again, at 
Rome in 1514, surrounded by bis mirrors and 
vials and furnaces, making strange toys that 
seemed alive of wax and quicksilver. The hesita- 
tion which had haunted him all through life, and 
made him like one under a spell, was upon him 
now with double force. No one had ever carried 
political indifferentism farther; it had always 
been his philosophy to “fly before flie storm”; he 
is for the Sforzas, or against them, as the tide of 
their fortune turns. Yet now, in the political so- 
ciety of Rome, he came to be suspected of secret 
French sympathies. It paralysed him to find him- 
»5 
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self among enemies; and be turned wholly to 
France, which had long courted him. 

France was about to become an Italy more 
Italian than Italy itself. Francis the First, like 
Louis the Twelfth before him, was attracted by 
the finesse of Leonardo s work; La Gioconda was 
aheady in his cabinet, and he offered Leonardo 
the little Chateau de Clou, with its vineyards and 
meadows, in the pleasant valley of the Masse, 
just outside the walls of the town of Amboise, 
where, especially in the hunting season, the court 
then frequently resided. A Monsieur Lyonard, 
peinteur du Roy pour Amboyse— so the letter of 
Francis the First is headed. It opens a prospect, 
one of the most interesting in the history of art, 
where, in a peculiarly blent atmosphere, Italian 
art dies away as a French exotic. 
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w. Have selected as Raphael’s biographer, 
the Italian painter, tcriler and architect, Giorgio 
Vasari, who is best known to our age for his color- 
ful, ambitious and often garrulous accounts of 
■the artists of his own time- It is revealing to see 
how a contemporary reads to and records the life 
and achievement of a man he knew and admired. 
When Vasari writes of men already dead and 
legendary, he is apt to borrow from the realm of 
anecdote and colorful stonj. Admittedly, Vasari 
had a real feeling for a tale well told and any un- 
usual yarn was sure to find its way into his pages. 
Many writers have based their content on the 
chapters of his entertaining work, perpetuating 
fidions Vasari invented. 

But of Raphael, Vasari wrote with assurance, 
for here was a man whom he knew, respeded 
and loved. 

Of Raphael, the “dioine painter,’* much has 
been written. Ilislife, lived fully and piduresque- 
Uj through its brief span, lends itself readily to 
dramatization. 
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Handsome of mien, beloved of the fair sex of 
Umbria, Florenee and Rome, he was surrounded 
by wealth, culture and kingly living. His preco- 
cious talent revealed itself as soon as he entered 
his masters studio at the age of 16. His output 
was prodigious and his versatility permitted him 
to change and alter his style whenever he came 
into contact with the great geniuses whose works 
he studied in Florence and Rojbc. Indeed he owes 
much to Leonardo and Michelangelo. 

Raphael is perhaps best known for his highly 
idealized and ethereal Madonnas. Here is femi- 
nine beauty as pure and perfect as mortal man 
would have it and through many cultures the 
Raphael type of womanly beauty has continued 
to reappear. His Saints and Virgins have just 
enough of the earthly to make them desirable to 
man, and just enough aloofness to reserve them a 
place in the ethereal hierarchy. How fleshly and 
sensuous the young Raphael could be, we may 
see in his designs for the depiction of the legend 
of Galatea and of Cupid and Psyche. 

But the great Raphael is the painter who fur- 
nished the heroic series for the Vatican— “The 
School of Athens," “Parnassus,” and the dramatic 
“Heliodorus Driven from the Temple.” This is 
the Raphael who takes his place with the other 
great giants of the golden age in Italy, Leonardo 
and Michelangelo. 
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RAPHAEL 


by 

Giorgio Vasari 


xIeaven sometimes sho\%'ers in£nite riches on 
one sole favorite-treasures which are usually dis- 
tributed over a, long period of time and among 
many individuals. This is clearly shown in the 
case of Raphael Sanzio of Urbioo. As excellent 
as he was graceful, Raphael was modest and 
good. Gentle and always ready to conciliate, he 
was considerate of everyone. At the moment 
when nature was vanquished by the art of 
Michelangelo, she deigned to be subjugated by 
Raphael, who combing art and nature. Till then, 
artists often had been rude, eccentric, uncouth, 
or fantastic, sometimes even stained by vice. In 
Raphael the rarest qualities of the heart shone 
forth; his character was perfected by diffidence, 
application to study, and an excellence of life 
that was quite exceptional. We may not call such 
men as Raphael common men. They are rather 
mortal gods who leave such fame on earth that 
they may hope for sure rewards in heaven herp-^ 
after. 

Raphael was born at Urbino, that i. 
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city, on Good Friday, 1483, at nine o’clock at 
night. His father was Giovanni de’ Santi, a paint- 
er of no great eminence, but an intelligent and 
cultivated man. He insisted that his son should 
not be given to a wet nurse, but be nourished 
by his own mother. He also desired to bring up 
his own child rather than let him be sent where 
he might learn unrefined habits and manners. As 
the child grew older, Giovanni began to instruct 
him in the first principles of painting. 

At length, Giovanni realized that he was not 
able to teach his son as he should be taught. This 
good and kind parent resolved to place the boy 
with Pietro Perugino, who was considered the 
first painter of his time. Giovanni went to Peru- 
gia but found Pietro absent from the city. While 
he waited for him, Giovanni painted certain 
works for the church of San Francesco. After 
Pietro returned, Giovanni made his acquaint- 
ance, and when the opportunity presented itself, 
made his request in the most suitable manner. 
Pietro, with equal comtesy, agreed to accept the 
care of Raphael. So Giovanni went back to Ur- 
bino to fetch the boy. Raphael’s departure for 
Perugia was not made without many tears from 
his devoted mother. As soon as Pietro saw Raph- 
ael’s drawings and his pleasing deportment, he 
conceived that opinion of him which was in time 
so amply confirmed. 

While he studied with Perugino, Raphael imi- 
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tated his master’s manner so exactly that one 
cannot tell their works apart. This is proved by 
an AssumpKon in San Francesco at Perugia. Any- 
one would take it for a Perugino, but it is cer- 
tainly a Raphael. In Citt^ di Gastello Raphael 
painted several pictures which, were it not for 
his signature, would certainly be supposed to be 
by perugino. 

While Raphael was earning fame by these 
labors, Pinhuricchio, a friend of his, was com- 
missioned to paint the library of Pius II in Siena. 
He took Raphael along with him. Raphael made 
some of the cartoons for the decorations and 
would have continued to work there had he not 
heard reports of Leonardo’s cartoon lor the great 
hall of the palace in Florence and the cartoon of 
the Nude Bathers by Michelangelo Buonarroti. 
Fired by the desire to see these drawings, Raph- 
ael set aside his own interests and convenience 
and at once proceeded to Florence. 

While in Florence, this most excellent painter 
studied the ancient works of Masaccio, This and 
what he saw in the work of Leonardo and Mi- 
chelangelo helped him to make great progress in 
art. He formed a close intimacy with Fra Bar- 
tolommeo di San Marco and imitated his color- 
ing. He, for his part, taught the good father the 
rules of perspective, to which the monk had not 
previously given his attention. 

Raphael left Florence because Bramante of 
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Urbino, who was then in the service of Pope 
Juhus II and who was a remote kinsman as well 
as a fellow townsman of Raphael’s, wrote to say 
that he had persuaded the Pope to entrust Raph- 
ael with the decoration of some new rooms in 
the Vatican. Gratified by this proposal, he left his 
works in Florence unfinished and proceeded to 
Rome. There he found many of the rooms al- 
ready painted, or in the process of being painted, 
by different masters. For example, there was a 
historical picture by Piero della Francesco, and 
one side of another room had a painting by Luca 
da Cortona [Signorelli], and there were others. 

Pope Julius received Raphael with much kind- 
ness. Raphael began a picture, in the chamber 
of the Segnatura, of the reconciliation of Philoso- 
phy and Astrology with Theology [the School of 
Athens]. The composition is so perfect in every 
part that the master proved his supremacy over 
all painters. The whole was finished in a manner 
so dehcate and harmonious that Pope Julius re- 
solved that the other pictures, old or new, should 
be destroyed at once, and that Raphael alone 
should have the glory of seeing his work pre- 
ferred above all others. 

Raphael, famous as he was, and f amili ar with 
the antique, had not yet formed his grand style. 
One day Bramante, who had a key, let him in to 
see the unfinished Sistine Chapel, while Michel- 
angelo was absent in Florence. Instantly, Raphael 
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repainted die figure of the prophet Isaiah,' which 
he bad finished in G\e church of San Agostino, 
and in this work he profited so greatly by whati 
he had seen in the work of Michelangelo that 
his manner was inexpressibly enlarged and re- 
ceived henceforth an obvious increase in majesty. 

But when Michelangelo afterward saw the 
\vork of Raphael, he thought that Bramante had 
wronged Hm in order to enhance Raphael’ s fame. 

Soon after this, Agostino Chigi, a very rich 
merchant of Siena, gave Raphael a commission 
to paint a chapel, because the master had re- 
cently done a fresco of Galatea in a loggia of 
his palace [the FamesinaJ showing the nymph 
drawn by dolphins and sunound^ by tritons. 
The chapel is in the church of Santa Maria del 
Pace, on the tight as you enter. Raphael painted 
it in his new manner and put in it some of the 
prophets and sibyls before Michelangelo had 
thrown open the Sisline Chapel. These figures 
are considered to be the best, and among so 
many beautiful, the most beautiful that Raphael 
ever executed. 

Ilis fame and the rewards conferred on him 
increasing largely, Raphael built a palace in the 
Borgo Nuovo which was decorated vvith stucco 
work by Bramante. His renown had reached 
France and Flanders, and Albrecht Diirer, a 
most admirable Cerman painter and the en- 
graver of the most beautiful copperplates, sent 
11 
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a tribute of respect to Itaphael. It was Diirer's 
own portrait drawn on very fine linen, so that 
the drawing showed on both sides. The lights 
were transparent and painted in water color. 
Raphael then sent to Diirer a number of his own 
drawings. 

Diirer’s engraving prompted Raphael to have 
his own works engraved by Marcantonio Rai- 
mondi of Bologna. It was such a success tliat 
Raphael commissioned him to engrave n^any of 
his earlier works. A number of these engravings 
were given by Raphael to his disciple, 11 Baviera, 
who was the guardian of a cx'rtain lady to wliom 
Raphael was attached until the day of his death. 
Ho painted her portrait to the ver)* life [Iji 
D onna Vclata?]. It is now treasured as a relic 
for the love he bears to art and most especially 
to Raphael, by the good and worthy Ilotti, a 
merchant of Florence. 

Raphael went on with the work in the Vatican, 
painting, ornamenting, and designing stairways 
and loggias. He was placed in charge of all the 
works that were to be executed in tlie palace. 
It is said that Raphael was so courteous and 
obliging that he had the masons leave apertures 
and spaces for storage room, for tlic convenience 
of certain friends. But these spaces weakened 
the walls and have since had to be filled in. 

He designed sever.al palaces, some in Rome 
and some in Florence. 
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certain natural facility, but he was surely by no 
means superior in that force of conception which 
is so noble a foundation of art, and in which few 
masters have equaled Leonardo. Raphael had 
drawn from the nude only after the manner of 
Perugino and found himself unable to master the 
freedom of Michelangelo, as shown in the car- 
toon in tire Hall of the Council. After having 
been a master, he became again a disciple and 
compelled himself to learn in a few montlis what 
would have taken years of boyhood. He devoted 
himself to tire study of anatomy by dissecting 
and studying the articulation of the bones and 
the muscles, the sinews, the nerves, and the veins. 
He knew, nevertheless, that he could never equal 
Michelangelo, but he considered, like the sensible 
man he was, that painting does not embrace 
merely the nude, but has a much -wider field. He 
saw that he who could express a thought clearly 
and compose without confusion rhay also be re- 
puted an able master. Raphael rightly thought 
that art should be enriched by inventioirs in jrer- 
spective, by landscapes, and by the skillful use 
of light and shadow. He learned also from Fra 
Bartolommeo a grace of design and coloring. 

I have thought proper to make these remarks 
at the close of his life to show to what labor, 
study, and care this artist subjected himself. 

I will now return to the life and death of Raph- 
ael. Cardinal Bibbiena, Raphael’s intimate friend, 
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wished the master to many. Raphael did not re- 
fuse, but be put the matter off. At last he ac- 
cepted Bibbiena s niece, but he continued to put 
off the marriage from time to time. His motive 
was an honorable one. For Leo X, so they inti- 
mated, intended to reward him for his labors 
and honor his talents by bestowing upon him 
the red bat. The painter, in the meantime, did 
not abandon the light attachment by which he 
was enchained. One day, returning from one of 
these secret visits, he fell ill of a violent fever 
which was mistaken for a cold. The doctors bled 
him, which exhausted him at the very time when 
he needed to be strengthened. Thereupon be 
made his will, and like a good Christian he sent 
bis love from the house, but left her enough to 
live on, and divided his property among his dis- 
ciples. He then confessed, and in much contri- 
tion, completed the course of his life on the day 
whereon it had commenced, which was Good 
Friday. The master was ffien thirty-seven, and, 
as he embellished the world by his talents, so it 
is to be believed that his soul is now adorning 
heaven. 
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1415->S64 


Poets, insroniANS, auncs, novkijsts htti:c all ' 
had occflsion to icrite of and about that giant 
among giants, Michelangelo Buonarroti. Ilis was 
a life of which legends arc made. A man of tem- 
pestuous moods and godlike yearnings he sought 
to achieve the impossible and came as near to it 
as any mortal man. His tragedy the growing 
realization that he was destined to complete but 
fragments of the colossal designs that he imag- 
ined, planned, and all but brought into heroic 
being. Indeed, if any man succeeded tri making 
the fragment heroic, it was this Renaissance art- 
ist whose life was spent in tortnent and self-tor- 
ture. His poetry, his letters, his painting and his 
sculpture all breathe that "terrible” quality 
lohich generations of observers have noted. 

We feel compelled to call attention here to the 
magnificent appreciation of Michelangelo by Re- 
main Holland, a writer who understood the tor- 
tured genius and comprehended how vast was 
his influence on his own age and that which fol- 
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lowed. In the introduction to his book Michel- 
angelo, RoUand has this to satj: 

'‘Nothing like Michelangelo had ever appeared 
before. . . . Even after he had been gone for a 
long time, the world of art was still whirled along 
in the eddies of his wild spirit. Michelangelo cap- 
tured painting, sculpture, architecture and poetry, 
all at once; he breathed into them the frenzy of 
his vigour and of his overwhelming idealism. No 
one understood him, yet all imitated him.” 

We have chosen for our critic of the life and 
work of Michelangelo, the Count de Gobineau, 
who in a masterpiece of imaginative writing has 
caught 05 much of the flavor of the Kalian Rcn- 
aissance as any writer in any language. The form 
he has used for his picturization of Italy of the 
fifteenth and sixteenth centuries is a dramatic 
one. The book is composed of playlets, with set- 
tings described m theatrical terms. Across these 
endless stages stride the colorful characters of 
the period-artists, popes, courtesans and poets. 

One of the most poignant scenes in the entire 
work is that which follows. Michelangelo, work- 
ing late at night, learns that the youthful Raphael 
has fust died. His soliloquy as imagined by Gobi- 
neau, as he remains bemused in his studio and 
prophesies the twiligfit descending on Italy and 
Kalian Art, is rOTnantic biography at its very best. 

It. j. w. 


29 



MICHELANGELO 


by 

Arlhnr, Coiinl dc Gohiucon 

A cold and dark relrcat. The night is 
black. A statue, still almost in the rough, 
on which jails the light of a little copper 
lamp, held hij Antonio Urbino, the artist's 
servant. 

Michelangelo: I have not been so happy for 
many a long day. It is a black night, and by 
the gleam of this little lamp I see a world of 
ideas. . . . What may the time be? 

Uhbino: I think it cannot be far from midnight. 
You had better go to bed. 

Michelangelo: It is pouring with rain. One can 
hear tlie shower smiting the roofs and falling 
on the flagstones of the courtj'ard like a great 
river. It has been a fearful storm. Lightnings 
furrow the shimmering blackness of the win- 
dowpane. But behind all this stern uproar, 
what calm! The distant rumblings of the thun- 
der and its majestic roarings, but no human 
voice, no false, lying, peevish, imperious or 
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stupidly arrogant voice is raised to vex me! I 
can create . . . my spirit is free ... I am 
happy! ... I am wholly in the power of all 
that is worth my entire devotion, and the hard 
bosom of the marble opens . . . the living head 
begins to appear. ... White, while, it palpi* 
tales beneath the chisel that sets free its fea- 
tures one by one. . . . Out of the material they 
spring . . . they speak . • . Urbinol 
Urbino: Master? 

MiacELANCELo: Vou atc falling asleep on your 
footstool. It Is you who would do well to go 
and seek your bod. 

Urbwo: I cannot. When )^u sleep, I will sleep 
-not before. 

MiacxAKCfxo: Strange obsUoacy! 

UsBiNo: True, I am no longer young, and it 
wearies me to stay up, but the Marchioness 
said to me; '\Vhen your master does not go to 
rest, do not go to rest cither, and we shall see if 
he cares to tax the strength of his old servant" 
WiaiELANCELO; Give me a few rninutes more; 

there is one thing to be Onished. 

Urdino: a few minutes, but not more. The 
Marchioness expressly desires . i , 
MiaiELANcELO: Very well Uienl ... Tell me a 
story to keep me awake. 

Unsixo: I went to-day to your notary. 
Miciiei.akcelo; Wc w’on’t speak of that 
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Ubbino; He says that the two girls whom you 
have dowered are quite respectable, 

Michelangelo; Tam glad, Urbino. I wish them 
all happiness; they are lovable children, though 
very ugly. 

Ubbino: 1 also saw your nephew. He came while 
you were out. 

Michelangelo: Good. ... If he should hap- 
pen to come back, teU him to leave me in peace 
and go about his business. 

Ubbino: He thinks, and that rightly, that his 
most pressing business is to thank you for the 
three thousand crowns which you, who are 
not rich, have given him. 

Michelangelo: He knows that I love him; he 
has no need to thank me. 

Ubbino: Master, the clock strikes ... an hour 
after midnight, . . . 

Michelangelo: I have finished . . . but I am 
mortally himgry. Have you nothing to eat 
here? Look in the meal-tub. 

Ubbino: I will go and see. . . . Ahl your house 
is kept on a poor footing indeed! As soon as 
you have money, it is given to the first comer. 

Michelangelo: Man needs but little for his 
body. But all his strength is insufficient to ele- 
vate his soul. 

Ubbino: Here’s some bread ... a trifle hard . . . 
and a piece of cheese, and even the end of a 
bottle. . . . 
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MiaiELANCEtx): Excellenll Bring me all that. 
Tal.es off his cardboard cap, puts the lamp 
on a bench and cats, standing up, looking 
at his statxje. Loud knocking at the door. 

Who can be coming at this hour? Looh through 
the grill. 

Ubbino: ^Vho is Imoclang? 

A Voice: It is I, Antonio Mini. . . . Open, masterl 
... It is 1, your pupill 1 have important news 
for youl 

MianxANCELO: My pupil, Antonio Mini? Openl 
Is it bad tidings? 

Antonio MtNi (entering); Oh, master, a tcniblc 
misfortunel 

MiaoxANCELO: \Vhat is Uic matter? You arc 
quite paid : ' 

Mini: Raphael is dyingl No doubt be is dead by 
now. 

MiaiELANCELo; Raphaell Cod in heavcnl 

Mini: I was in his studio with two of his pupils, 
Timoleo Viti and II Garofalo. It was about 
three o'clodc. A servant came to say that Uie 
master ^vas ill. He bad bad fever since yester- 
day evening. 

Michelangelo: Since yesterday? I nm not sur- 
prised. He was a man of delicate complexion, 
half woman, half child. He spent too mudi time 
at work and far too much at his pleasures. I 
met him, (our days ago, making excavations in 
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tlie Campo Vaccine, and I even remember 
warning him to beware of digging at tliis sea- 
son of tlie year. You say he is worse? 

Mini: If he is not dead now, he will not last 
out till daybreak. He had himself carried into 
his studio, and I saw him, yes, I saw him, white 
as a sliroud, half-fainting, his eyes fixed on his 
picture of tlie Transfiguration. . . . Near tlie 
bed, which had been set up for him in a hurry, 
stood his friends. Cardinals Bibbicna, Sadolclo 
and Bembo, and otlier Signors whom I do not 
know. ... At the pillow-side was the Holy 
Father, crying and wiping his eyes. 

Michelangelo: Urbino, give me my cap and 
cloak. I must go therel Raphael . . . Raphael 
. . . dying! My God, is it possible? . . . Quick, 
let us gol 

Urbino: Here, here, mastcrl Give me time to 
light a lantern; I will light your way. 

Michelangelo: You say there is no help for it? 
Are you certain? Have the physicians been 
sent for? What did they say? \Vliat did tliey 
do? Let us go! 

Mini: There was no lack of physicians; tliere 
was the Holy Father’s, Messer Jacopo of Bres- 
cia, then Messer Gafitano Marini, and otliers. 
All looked very gloomy and shook their heads; 
their eyes told us that flieir science could do 
no more. 

Michelangelo: Come, Urbino, are you ready? 
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Ubbino: Here I am, masterl 
MiaiELANCixo: Walk in front, quicklyl 

Thaj go out Mo the street, which is eery 
dork; boweter, the rain has ceased falling; 
the clouds, rapidly rolled upon one an- 
other by the wind, are tom asunder and 
show a part of the orb of the moon, which 
gives a faint light to the hoiucs and the 
road. A great noise of footsteps is heard. 

is this uproar? 

Ursino: We shall know after turning the comer 
of the lane! 

Mini? Forward! Mind tliat puddle of water, mas* 
ter! 

lie supports Michelangelo by the arm. 

Rapidltj arid confusedly, there passes a 
numerous company of oncers, soldiers, 
servants and torch-bearers, whose torches 
throw a red light on the houses; in the 
midst of this procc«ion, the pontipcial 
htlcr with curtains drawn. 

MiaiELANCtu) (to a chamberlain): Wliat means 
this. Sir? 

CiUMBERLAiN: It is the Holy Father returning 
to the Vatican. 

MiaiELAKGELo: Is Raphael . . . ? 

A Voice: Raphael is dead, and Michelangelo 
alone remains in Italy] 
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The procession passes; Michelangelo drops 
on to a stone bench. The clouds have 
parted, and the moon shines in a clear shy. 

MicaiELANGELO: I remain, it is true ... I alone 
remain. Last year it was Lionardo . . . now it is 
Raphael, and all whom we tliree knew or lis- 
tened to have long since gone. It is true, I alone 
remain. There was a time when I should have 
loved to be the only one, tlie peerless, tlie 
unique, the greatest confidant of the secrets of 
creative heavenl I imagined that to resemble 
the sun, in the centre of tlie universe, without 
an equal, without a rival, was the most envi- 
able form of happiness. ... For years I was 
not fond of Lionardo. ... I railed at Raphael 
in tlie bottom of my heart. ... I repeated to 
myself, so as to convince myself, that I rated 
them low. . . . Yes, there have been days when 
you, Michelangelo, were only a poor creature, 
of short sight and circumscribed vision, apt to 
censure and misunderstand all that did not re- 
semble you, and— I tell you, because it is true- 
all that was quite as good as you and perhaps 
betterl Now I have what my heart desired. The 
stars have gone out in heaven, and here I am 
alone . . . quite alone . . . and stifled in my isola- 
tion! . . . There is still Titian; he is a great 
genius, a great brain. . . . There is Andrea del 
Sarto. . . . There is . . . But, alas! no— great as 
they are, they are not the peers of Lionardo 
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and of him who lies do^vI^ there. . . . Ah, 
Raphaell . . . His beauty, his subtlety, his 
sweetness, his grace, and, in his talk as in his 
aspect, what divine honeyl ... all that I have 
not, all that I cannot reach ... all that I am 
notl . . . He whom all loved and who deserved 
so well to be loved . . . My God, my God, what 
is it that comes over me? What is stirring with- 
in me and drawing tears from eyes that never 
tried to weep? Of what am I thinking? Yes, a 
river of grief is rising and rolling within my 
hosomjthe tears escape from my eyelids,streain 
dmvn my cheeks, fall upon him whom I alwajs 
abused and shunned, and who \vas so much 
better and more loved of Heaven than 11 She 
told me so, she . . . Vittoria ... she always 
told me so, and I %vouId not agree. . . . But I 
know it well, at bottom, I felt it, and now that 
the thunderbolt of death has passed between 
him and me, now that I remain here, my ieet 
in tile mud of the world, %vhile his noble and 
charming countenance appears to me in the 
bosom of God, shining with celestial hght, I 
see how insincere and petty I have beenl No 
. . . no, 'ntian and the others, however admir- 
able they may be, are not the equals of these 
h\x) great departed. About them, and about 
me who remain, the light is waning and reced- 
ing, the shadows are lengthening. . . 
here I am alone, and the icy breadi ■ 
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tomb that is opening strikes my face. Wliat 
will become of the arts? And we, who have 
hoped so much, desired so much, imagined so 
much, worked so much, what have we 
achieved, what shall we bequeath to them 
that come after us? Not a quarter of what we 
should have done. 

Covers his face with his hands. 

Urbino; Come, master, you will take cold. 

Mini: Give me your arm, and let us go back to 
your house. 

Michelangelo: Yes; we must preserve our 
strength and work as long as we are throttled 
by the chain of life. 
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Tra AanEN’EMENT of EUc Faurc in producinfi 
his four-volume History of Art seems almost as 
heroic as the performance of Titian himself. Few 
writers would have dared to undertake so 
herculean a task as the consideration of all of art 
history, from its dawning to the present day. 
Faure's scientific training as a physician may 
have equipped him in part for so daring an en- 
terprise, but it was the poet in him that helped 
bring it to fruition. As a "'dreamer of dreams’' ho 
tnoisaged the possihilUtj of seeing the whole of 
man’s artistic accomplishment, to record it, and 
to evaluate it for us. 

Waller Pach, who translated the entire work 
from the French, has said of Elic Faurc, "Only 
one who feels the emotions of art can tell others 
which are the great works and make clear the 
coUcciicc poem formed hy their history 

Signi/icarttif/ the very opening sentence t>fih^ 
frst edition of Faure's work reads “Art, which 
espresses life, is as mysterious as life. It escap 
til formulas, as life docs." Challenged hi 
thought he then attempts to find f ^ 
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common equation for a universal understanding 
of the mystery. 

Fame’s History of Art is certainly the most 
passionate art history ever written. Here is a man 
who brings strong emotion to every appraisal he 
makes. He is a coiner of phrases as might be ex- 
pected of a poet; you may not agree with all that 
he says, but you will not forget it! 

It is fitting, therefore, that Elie Fame offer 
here his portrait of Venice and of Titian, one of 
its more famous sons. As will be seen immediate- 
ly in the passage which follows, the author first 
sets the stage with a description of the city itself. 
Venice, “bride of the Adriatic,” city of oriental 
splendor, is the backdrop against which this 
“grand old man of painting” is made to move. 
For a dispassionate appraisal of Titian the man, 
we may have to look to other pages than these. 
We recommend the letters he wrote to his con- 
temporary, Pietro Aretino, for an insight into his 
character. We also suggest Thomas Craven’s 
chapter in his Men of Art for a realistic consider- 
ation of the Venetian in a brilliant thumb-nail 
sketch. But for an exciting presentation of Titian’s 
art we need look no further than the passage be- 
low. Here we have a veritable prose poem with 
image piling on image to produce a picture as 
rich with color and movement as the paintings 
themselves. 
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by 

EUe Faure 


IrriAN HAS PAINTED uDiVersal life. When he lis- 
tens to its voices, one would say that he was in- 
different. Tliey all enter into him with equal 
rights; the bodies of children, the flesh of women, 
virile faces, gorgeous or sober costumes, archi- 
tecture, the earth with its trees and its flowers, 
the sea, the sky, and all the wandering atoms 
which make it impossible for the sea and the sky 
to cease combining their forces. Creative en- 
thusiasm raises him to such a height that his 
serenity does not desert him even when this en- 
tire world, assimilated and recreated in a new 
order, issues from him In waves continually in- 
creasing in length and breadth. He organizes his 
world into symphonies in which everything that 
is human resounds in uninterrupted echoes 
through everything that lives with an instinctive 
and obscure life, where everything that is ma- 
terial penetrates the human forms and fuses with 
them for eternity. 

In Venice one no longer finds detached edges 
in the diamond of the atmosphere, there are no 
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common equation for a universal understanding 
of the mystery. 

Fame’s History of Art is certainly the most 
passionate art history ever written. Here is a man 
who brings strong emotion to every appraisal he 
mahes. He is a coiner of phrases as might be ex- 
pected of a poet; you may not agree with all that 
he says, but you will not forget itl 

It is fitting, therefore, that Elie Faure offer 
here his portrait of Venice and of Titian, one of 
its more famous sons. As will be seen immediate- 
ly in the passage which follows, the author first 
sets the stage with a description of the city itself. 
Venice, “bride of the Adriatic,” city of oriental 
Sfdcndor, is the backdrop against which this 
"grand old man of painting” is made to move. 
For a disiiassionate appraisal of Titian the man, 
we may have to look to other pages than these. 
We recommend the letters he wrote to his con- 
temporary, Pietro Aretino, for an insight into his 
character. We also suggest Thomas Cravens 
chapter in his Men of Art for a realistic consider- 
ation of the Venetian in a brilliant thumb-nail 
sketch. But for an exciting presentation of Titians 
art tec need look no further than the passage be- 
low. Here we have a veritable prose poem with 
image piling on image to produce a picture as 
rich with color and movement as the paintings 
themselves. 
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Elie Faure 


Titian iias painted universal life. When he lis- 
tens to its voices, one would say that he was in- 
different. They all enter into him with equal 
rights; the bodies of children, the flesh of women, 
virile faces, gorgeous or sober costumes, archi- 
tecture, the earth with its trees and its flowers, 
the sea, the sky, and all the wandering atoms 
which make it impossible for the sea and the sky 
to cease combining their forces. Creative en- 
thusiasm raises him to such a height that his 
serenity docs not desert him ev'Cn when this en- 
tire world, assimilated and recreated in a new 
order, issues from him in waves continually in- 
creasing in length and breadth. He organizes his 
world into symphonies in which everything that 
is human resounds in uninterrupted echoes 
through everything that lives with an instinctive 
and obscure life, where everything that is ma- 
terial penetrates the human forms and fuses with 
them for eternity. 

In Venice one no longer finds detached edges 
in the diamond of the atmosphere, there are no 
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more of those imperious lines cutting out the hills 
and the graded terraces against the sky. There is 
nothing but the space in which objects tremble, 
combine, and became dissociated; a world of re- 
flections, modified, inverted, suppressed, or re- 
newed repeatedly by the hours of the day and 
by the seasons. On the palaces, red-brown or 
purple, or covered with a crust of musty gold, all 
the colors of the prism are awakened, are ef- 
faced, come to light again, and prolong them- 
selves as if drawn out in thick strokes. The mirror 
of the sea casts its reflections into the vapors 
that arise from it under the downpour of light, 
and when these vapors pass in clouds over the 
glistening canals, the sky throws back thick shad- 
ows upon them and reflects the airy phantom of 
the waters. 

All the painting of Titian is here, and after it 
all the painting of Venice, and after the painting 
of Venice all the painting that has life, which sees 
colors penetrating one another, reflections play- 
ing upon surfaces, transparent shadows taking on 
color— painting in which no tone is ever repeated 
in the same manner, but dominates by discreetly 
reminding one of itself, thereby awakening in the 
eye the vibration of neighboring hues, the lumi- 
nous life of the world, creating a spontaneous 
symphony not one beat of which will be born of 
matter without our being able to discover the 
cause of it and to seek its effect in the whole of 
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the senses: it is in the mutual dependence of all 
the elements of the world, the forms, the lines, 
the colors, and the air that unites them; and if, 
among the Venetians, the moral sentiment seems 
to efface itself from life, it is to allow the rise, in 
an irresistible explosion, of the sensual sentiment 
of the whole body of nature which Christianity 
had forgotten. Titian not only prevented the orig- 
inal sin of breaking through the symbolic fron- 
tiers within which Michelangelo had inclosed it 
once more, but, by bringing about a more per- 
fect unity in the infinite complexity of all the re- 
lationships whose logical interweaving makes a 
harmonious and living universe, he finished the 
work of Masaccio, completed that of Bellini, con- 
secrated that of Giorgione, and, before Rabelais, 
before Shakespeare, before Rubens, before Ve- 
lasquez and Rembrandt, and long before the 
German musicians, he announced the modern 
spirit. He created the symphony. He is the father 
of painting. 

The aristocratic nature inherited from his noble 
ancestors had been tempered by the elementary 
force of the country where he was born, at the 
foot of the Tyrolean Alps, among the lakes and 
the beech forests above which rises the rampart 
of the pink Dolomite peaks. Cima da Conegliano 
had had before his eyes the same mountain land- 
scapes, the same transparent skies, and the blue 
waters in which sleep the silhouettes of the forti- 
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fied castles, and when he painted the delicate 
altar pictures whose clearly defined figures recall 
his master Giovanni fiellmi less than they do 
Mantegna, he supplied from bis own mind scarce- 
ly more than the subtle frame, aerial and poetic, 
which he purposed to give them. Titian, who was 
less than twenty years younger, certainly knew 
him and studied him, and sought in his work the 
confirmation of his own presenhments. Later on, 
whenever he left Venice— and he departed fre- 
quently, especially after the descent of Charles 
the Fifth upon Italy— he carried 'vith him his 
sense of space trembling from molecular vibra- 
tion, and when, on his travels, he found himself 
among lakes, woods, and plains sown with low 
cottages and clusters of green oaks, be felt the 
confused poetry of the earth as it had never been 
felt before. 

Thencefoi^vard, space enveloped with its 
waves the pagan poems with which he was over- 
floNving. The beautiful mature bodies of die Ve- 
netian courtesans ^vere displayed before him on 
broad beds, wearing only a necklace about their 
throats, and holding a tuft of roses in the hollow 
of their hands, or they lay under the trees before 
a kneeling faun; and the beautiful, mature bodies 
glowed vvith the same serenity that he had found 
in the earth. They were waiting. Love was for 
them a thing accepted unaffectedly, filled^^th„a 
tranquil intoxication, without disquietude 
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morse. Their eyes were the calm eyes of animals, 
in which swim the russet reflections of their 
heavy hair and of the space gathering around 
them which envelops them in amber. Their 
breasts rose and fell slowly, their bellies had 
waves of muscles which merge in the angle of 
shadow formed by the broad thighs as they come 
together. With his brush Titian amassed the 
heavy atmosphere in order to knead it with the 
substance of the soil, the pulp of the fruits, and 
the sap of the oaks. And wdth it all he mingled 
that winelike purple dipped in gold, which is like 
a triumphal background for the Venetian apoth- 
eosis, which weighs on the shoulders of the 
bishops in the penumbra flaming within the 
churches, which dyes the robes of the Doges, un- 
furls itself from the top of masts and balconies 
and floats behind the gondolas, which shimmers 
on fagades, stains the walls and floors in the halls 
of the Ducal Palace vwth blood as if it were ris- 
ing through the pores of the stone dungeons be- 
low where the Council of Ten caused its decrees 
to be executed, fills the twilights, trembles in 
the reflections of the lanterns at the evening wa- 
ter-festivals, and which the sails of ships trail 
over the sea. 

When Titian abandoned that impassive sensual 
idealism which was the dominating force of bis 
activity, he discovered in the somber purple, lit 
up by golden spangles, and tempered by fire and 
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sulphur^ a powerful and tragic atmosphere, en 
abling him to enter die human drama with th< 
decision and vigor of which only a great spin 
is capable, a spirit which continued to grow uj 
to his hundredth year. It is that bloody light shec 
by the flickering tordies which brings out of thi 
shadow, where the executioners torture Him, tha 
terrible C/irisf Croumed with Thoms, painted 
as was the Pieia, one of the most melanchol’ 
and human works in the history of painting 
when he was more than ninety-five— a paintinj 
in which there was a premonition of &e geniu 
of Rembrandt. It is this bloody light which rise 
with the dawn and streaks the black iron armo 
of Charles the Fifth as he comes forth from i 
black wood, his livid countenance touched b] 
red reflections as he bestrides a black horse ca 
parisoned with red— a horrible symphony of mur 
der, a painting of night and of blood. 

Thus there were two directions to his natun 
which parted at the common center of his limit 
less receptivity and of his acceptance of life; t< 
organize themselves into vast sensual poems, o: 
to scrutinize the moral world witii a cruelty a: 
impassable as his lyncism had seemed. There an 
no portraits, in Italy or elsewhere, which surpas: 
his. They have that power of defining charactei 
which caused Ae Florentines to produce sucl 
terrible effigies, concentrated, nervous, frenzied 
and cut out in Ac mold of passion. Only, Aest 
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drunken wild-eyed peasants engaged in revelry 
and play. He finds rather a keen, sympathetic, 
and sensitive artist who, intrigued with the cos- 
tumes, the customs, the superstitions, the folk 
lore of his own people, endeavors to record all 
this with his brush and engravers tool. Bruegel 
came more and more to identify himself with 
these peasants and without condescension he 
makes his paintings humanitarian observations of 
their way of life. 

More than any other scholar who has written 
of this strange master, Virgil Barker makes us see 
him against the background of his own time. He 
explains BruegeTs formation as a thinker and ob- 
server, on the basis of the history of his period. 

For long years Bruegel was ignored by critics, 
but today there is probably no “old master’ more 
in vogue. Modern artists claim him as a kindred 
spirit. I think this is true because hexomes closer 
to achieving what so many of them seek to do. A 
sentence out of Mr. Barkers piece expresses this 
perfectly; he says that Bruegel “was interested 
less in telling what a specific place looked like 
than in rendering the emotional effect of nature 
upon himself.” When an artist succeeds in con- 
veying to the observer the same emotional reac- 
tion he himself has experienced, his work is in- 
deed well done. 



PIETER BRUEGEL THE ELDER 


by 

Virgd Barker 


Tiie subject-mattoi of Bruegel’s great paint- 
ings is limited onl)' bp the world and Lfe, The 
whole cj'cle of nature is ia thein~lhe seasons as 
they pass o\ cr mountain, plain and moving wa- 
ters; the da^7lJn^ beauty of the southern sea, the 
northern cold The entire range of human L'fe is 
ia them; so/nc*wh're m these multitudes every 
emotion find' its expressive gesture. Even all the 
aaimals that art- i"timately a part of human life 
arc given i« ther degrees of individuality. These 
pictures seem -> ''•t before the e>-e every eiperi- 
eace possibl-* t'> ri^r 



THE POCKET BOOK OF OLD MASTERS 

and little fish not only meant tliat the great op- 
pressed die small but carried an idea beyond the 
words of the proverb in showing Uic big fish 
ripped up and disgorging; and upon a iicoplc so 
apt at interpreting images the significance of that 
would not be lost. Tin's people could not only 
taho a hearty enjoyment of the good things of 
life but diey could also face die wliole of it with- 
out shrinking from any part of it, whether of 
grossness or of terror. For the latter, indeed, they 
even had a gusto and die former they laughed 
away wdi a saving healdiiness. Tlic distinguish- 
ing mark of their living and their thinking was a 
robust realism. 

In Pieter Bruegel dicre emerged from among 
them a man of genius in complete sympadiy with 
their realistic attitude towards life; knowing it 
from childhood, he gave it in his art a more 
complete expression dian it had ever had before. 
Tlie whole originality and fertility of his mind 
were for long expended upon feeding the popu- 
lar taste not only for die familiar or exotic beauty 
of nature but also for a rough philosophy, un- 
organized but none die less genuine; and a habit 
so well established in him by years of labor 
would not vanish all at once even when more 
purely painter-like interests assumed for him a 
major importance. His predecessors in painting 
had been realistic in their measure; in dicm, 
however, realism was largely confined to details 

52 


riETEn iuiur.ci:^ tui^ 
of execution and was moro titan 
by markedly Idealistic concepUon^. 

To examine the Frocerha in delall is to {//« » 
feeling of being omoiig triad folk« imuuu to 
many of the say/ngi licro lUattralcd Uttu 
outlandish actions; but m a pUAntti it It u {<!< 
of masterly realistic sanity sbowlng k vjI 

lage, in which some of the Inhabltaftf* fiapp'-n 
be exa^, intensely bmy aljottt (Is w/fi uUaut 
The Triumph of Death, to hr from hf-intc “ pi ' " 
of wild gross fancy, is actJMlIy tlje 
statement of an idea as true ai any if/'itoti-. In lUi 
pfcterc; it is precisely the r/lenfletsf;/tj 'd ii. 
realism fa thought as v/rtl »% in 
wfitch ^g*.i!er.s peopVi it/o cafl/ng if ouffie I h 
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Bruegel’s passion for completeness in his realism 
abolishes privacy, and the state of affairs brought 
to pass by this slicing away of all walls is saved 
only by humor. Humor is the safety-valve for a 
spirit resolute to probe life to its last refuge— to 
probe life, but not to break tlirough by main 
force, as attempted by later realists so-called. 

Another element in Bruegel’s realism is the ob- 
jectivity of his work. Van Mander’s anecdote, 
often quoted, shows that Bruegel went among the 
peasants, not as a professional artist in search of 
material, but as a participator in their life; and 
the great pictures themselves strikingly bear tliis 
out. This is not to say that Bruegel never worked 
directly from life, for there are many drawings 
which could not have been done otherwise— a 
team of horses resting, soldiers standing in the 
way, old market-women squatting beside tlieir 
wares. But when he came to paint the great pic- 
tmres, Bruegel worked from a memory stocked 
with the gestmes and actions of people who are 
unconscious of being watched. Bruegel’s mind 
was centered upon their life and he was con- 
cerned with technic hardly beyond the point 
where it would enable him to crowd all their 
life into his given space and shape. His concen- 
tration upon the story he was telling, from the 
encyclopedic narrative of the early works to the 
simple and straightforward emotionalism of the 
Months, put him on the crest of a wave of energy 

54 



THE POCKET BOOK OF OLD MASTERS 

cess to the life of his age, to be sure; but no lover 
of them would think of using them in this fash- 
ion. The important thing is that they give access 
to a life that is of more than one age; under the 
costume of the time exists the same humanity 
that now wears another dress. 

In giving himself over so unreservedly to the 
impermanent, Bruegel took what was for him 
the only way to the permanent. Tliis cannot be 
captured by going out after a vague and unlo- 
calized something called life in general; what is 
presented to the artist for his use is always life in 
particular. There is an all-life in the steady and 
swelling succession of human generations; but 
the only means of access to that is the now-life. 
The great artist’s major accomplishment lies in 
revealing the universal through the particular, 
the permanent through the transitory, the inevit- 
able through the accidental. 

This Bruegel does; and how well he does it is 
to be found by analyzing the thought behind his 
varied rendering of events and people. Even in 
his early pictures each creature has his own in- 
dividuality and yet is part of the crowd, which 
remains a crowd in spite of aU detail; each indi- 
vidual retains his own value of personality and 
yet is integrated into a collective being. Bruegel’s 
minute accuracy of drawing expresses his love 
for the individual as such; his great masses of 
5<5 




THE POCKET BOOK OF OLD MASTERS 

there with him aware or unaware, it is enough 
to make him superbly great. But this much is 
true: the more his mind is apprehended, the more 
vast and purposeful it appears. 

He was fortunate in finding his means of ex- 
pression in what was then a popular art; every- 
thing about that art was so alive that it drew to 
itself some of tire greatest minds of the time. 
There existed a tremendous amount of give-and- 
take between the artist and his age, and this de- 
gree of interaction it was which had most to do 
with endowing both art and artist witli vitality; 
they were fed from sources outside of and larger 
than themselves. Thus it was that Bruegel at- 
tained to so comprehensive an expression of him- 
self and his age together that his work has be- 
come one of the permanent things of art. 

There are purer painters, but for the purity of 
their art they pay the price of going without 
something of importance to a complete life. And 
even their gain in intensity seems hardly a gain 
in the face of Bruegel’s intensity on all the levels 
of his completeness. He transposes all life into 
his pictures in a scale of relative relationship that 
preserves the values of human life itself. Every 
other painter lacks something or has something 
in excess. Bruegel is die most comprehensive and 
the best balanced, the most energetic and the 
mellowest. Of all painters he is the greatest real- 
ist, and of them all the most humane. 
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effect of climate on temperament and showed 
how this temperament reflected itself in the art- 
ist’s work. 

Today Rubens is perhaps the most misunder- 
stood of the world’s great artists; for this reason 
chiefly, we included him in the present group. 
One may have a fairly accurate notion of cur- 
rent popular taste by listening to the remarks of 
visitors as they tour the museums and collections. 
Time and again we note the confusion with which 
they contemplate this painter’s “fat women” posed 
as nymphs, magdalens or saints. They don’t like 
these naked females; they find them overpower- 
ing and repulsive. Since such is the case they dis- 
like the entire picture. This is a very human re- 
action. As Taine, himself, so aptly expresses if, 
“Art translates life; the talent and taste of the 
painter change at the same time and in the same 
sense as the habits and sentiments of the public.” 
Today, we might better understand Rubens if we 
could come to consider his pictures with the 
“habits and sentiments” of his contemporaries. If 
we succeed in this we may feel vAth Taine that 
“no name in the history of art is greater, and there 
are only three or four as great.” 


H. j. w. 



KUBENS- 
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Hippol)t( Adolphe Taine 

Aiios'C na Fix>«ni taixtois there is one w-ho 
seems to efface the test} indeed no name in the 
bistoiy of art is greater, and there are only three 
or four as great. But Rubens is not an isolated 
genius, the number as well as the resemblance 
of surrounding talents sho%ving that the elflores' 
cence of which he is the teost beautiful emana' 
tion is the product of his time and people. Before 
him there was Adam Van Noort, his master, and 
the master of Jordaens. Around him ore bis con> 
temporaries, educated in other studios, and 
whose invention is as spontaneous as his owt>— 
Jordaens, Grayer, and Van Roose. After him 
come his pupils— Van den Hoeck, Van Dyck, the 
greatest of ail, and Van Cost of Bruges. Along- 
side of him are the great animal, flower and stiU- 
hle painters, and an entire school of famous 
engravers. The same sap fructifies all these 
branches, the lesser as well as the greater. It is 
plain that an art like this is not the effect of one 
accidental cause but of a general development 
On the one side it resumes or follows the tradi- 
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tions of Italy, and is seen at a glance to be pagan 
and Catholic. In fact, diere is nothing Christian 
about it but its name. All mystic or ascetic senti- 
ment is banished; its Madonnas, martyrs and 
confessors, its Christs and apostles are superb 
florid bodies restricted to the life of the flesh. Its 
paradise is an Olympus of well-fed Flemish 
deities revelling in muscular activity; they are 
large, vigorous, plump and content, and make a 
jovial and magnificent display as in a national 
festival or at a princely entry. The Church, it is 
true, baptizes this last flower of the old mytholo- 
gy with becoming forms, but it is only baptism, 
and this is frequently wanting. Apollos, Jupiters, 
Castors, Pollux and Venus, all the ancient divini- 
ties, revive under their veritable names in the 
palaces of the kings and the great which they 
decorate. This is owing to religion, here as in 
Italy, consisting of rites. Rubens goes to mass 
every morning, and presents a picture in order to 
obtain indulgences; after which he falls back 
upon his own poetic feeling for natural life and, 
in the same style, paints a lusty Magdalen and a 
plump Siren. Under the Catholic varnish the 
heart and the inteflect, all social ways and observ- 
ances are pagan. On the other side, this art is 
truly Flemish; everything issues from and centres 
on a mother idea which is new and national; it is 
harmonious, spontaneous and original. From 
Greece to Florence, from Florence to Venice, 
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Irom Venice to Antwerp, .ever)' , step of.the.paSf 
sage can be traced. Hie, exception ^ol man -and 
of^'life goes on decreasingjia nbWeness and 
creasing in breadth. Rubens is ,to ^Titon^what 
Titian was to Raphael, and^^Raphael lo ^bidia^ 


a Ceres whispering sonie pleasant goisipfin hff 
neighbor’s ear. There is no dread of erciUng 
physical sensibility. He pushes the horrible to ex- 
tremes, athwart all (he tortures for the punish- 
meat of the flesh and afl the contortions of howl- 
ing agony. There is no fear of offending moral 
delicacy; his hiinerva is a shrew who can fight, 
his Judith a butcher’s wife familiar with blood, 
and his Paris a jocose expert and a dainty 
amateur. To transl-atc into words the ideas vocif^- 
erously proclaimed by his Susannas and his 
Magdalens would require the terms of Rabelais. 
Through him all the animal instincts of human 
nature appear on the stage. Nothing is wanting 
but the pure and the noble; the whole of human 
nature is in his grasp, save the loftiest heights. 
Hence it is that bis creativeness is the wistest vve 
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have seen, comprehending as it does all types, 
Italian cardinals, Roman emperors, contemporary 
citizens, peasants and cowherds. 

For the same reason, in tlie representation of 
the body, he comprehended more profoundly 
than any one the essential characteristics of or- 
ganic life. He surpasses in this the Venetians, as 
they surpass the Florentines; he feels still better 
than they that flesh is a changeable substance in 
a constant state of renewals. And such, more 
than any other, is the Flemish body, lymphatic, 
sanguine and voracious. Hence it is that nobody 
has depicted its contrasts in stronger relief, nor 
as visibly shown the decay and bloom of life— at 
one time the dull flabby corpse, at anotlier the 
freshness of h'ving carnations, the handsome, 
blooming and smiling athlete, the soft rosy clieeks 
and placid candor of a girl whose blood was 
never quickened by thought. In like manner in 
the representation of soul and action he appreci- 
ated more keenly than any one the essential fea- 
ture of animal and moral life, that is to say the 
instantaneous movement which it is the aim of 
the plastic arts to seize on the wing. In this again 
he surpasses the Venetians as they surpassed the 
Florentines, Nobody has endowed figures with 
such spirit, with a gesture so impulsive, with an 
impetuosity so abandoned and furious, such a 
universal commotion and tempest of swollen and 
writhing museles in one single effort. His per- 
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sonages speak; their repo$e itself ts suspended on 
the verge of action; we feel what they h3^•e just 
accomplished and what thcj- are about to do. 
The present witli them is impregnated with the 
past and big with the future. Kot only the whole 
face but the entire attitude conspires to manifest 
the fioNving stream of dreir thought, feeling and 
complete being; we hear the inward utterance 
of their emotion; %ve might repeat the words to 
which they give expression. The most fleeting 
and most subtle shades of sentiment belong to 
Rubens. In this respect he is a treasure for novel- 
ist and psychologist. He took note of the pass- 
ing refinements of moral expression as \vell os of 
the soft volume of sanguine Sesh, no one has gone 
beyond him io knowledge of the living organism 
and of the animal man. Endowed wi!di this sen- 
tSmeni and skill he 'vas capable* in conformity 
with the aspirations and needs of his restored 
nation, of amplifying tfie forces he found around 
and within himself: on the oive hand gigantic 
joints, herculean shapes and shoulders, red and 
colossal muscles, bearded and truculent heads, 
over-nourished bodies teeming with succulence, 
the luxurious display of white and rosy 9esh; on 
the other, the rude instincts which impel human 
nature to seek food, drink, strife and pleasure, 
the savage fury of the combatant, the enormity' 
of the big-bellied Sdenus, Gie sensual joWality of 
the Faun, the abandonment of that lovely aea- 
«5 
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tiiro without conscience nnd “fat with sin," tho 
boldness, Uic energy, the broad joyousness, (ho 
native goodness, the organic serenity of the na- 
tional type, lie heightens these effects again 
through their composition and the accessories 
with which he surrounds them— magnificence of 
lustrous silks, embroidered simarres and golden 
brocades, groups of naked figures, modern cos- 
tumes and antique draperies, an inexhaustible 
accumulation of arms, staiulards, colonnades, 
Venetian stairways, temples, canojries, ships, an- 
imals, and ever novel nnd imposing scenery, ns 
if outside of ordinary nature he jmssessed the key 
of a thousand times richer nature, whereon his 
magician’s hand could forever draw without the 
freedom of his imagination ending in confusion, 
but on the contrarj' with a jet so vigorous and a 
prodigality so national that his most complicated 
productions seem like the irresistible outflow of 
a surfeited brain. Like an Indian deity at leisure 
lie relieves his fecundity by creating worlds, and 
from the matchless folds and hues of his tossed 
simaiTes to die snowy whites of his flesh, or the 
pale silkiness of his blonde tresses, there is no 
tone in any of his canvases which does not ap- 
pear dicrc purposely to afford him delight. 

llicrc is only one Rubens in Flanders, as there 
is only one Shakespeare in England. Great as the 
others are, they arc deficient in some one element 
of his genius. 
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1606 - 166^ 


In jns mcHLY iMACixATnx pen portrait of Hie 
Dutch painter Rembrandt wn Rifn, Mr. van 
Loon employs on tnfcrcstins lifcrartj dcoico to 
recreate for us the Ufc and times of the artist. 
He assumes the rdle of a "dreat-srandson, nine 
times removed, of one joannis van Loon, a Dutch 
physician who was a contemporary and friend 
of Rembrandt.’' Ills ancestor is supposed to have 
written down these personal recollections of the 
greatest of his felloto citizens. 

Although there have been countless volumes 
written on the subject of Rembrandt’s art we 
know of few which so completely recreate the 
period and the ofmosp/irrc j'n which he worked, 
and none which give so penetrating a glance into 
the mind and the heart of this creative genins. 

We have selected a chapter deep in the book 
where the physician visits Rembrandt who sud- 
denly “becomes talkative' and favors the doctor 
“with a few of his views upon art.” It is interest- 
ing to note how the period described parallels 
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Hendrik Willem van Loon 


NotiNTtiistanding tiie war, which continued 
with uneven success, there was a good deal of 
money abroad at that time. Thousands of people 
were losing all they had; but a few hundred, wtio 
had been shrewd eoou^ to speculate in gram 
and wood and gun-powder and all the other sup 
plies of which the fleet was in such great nei d 
made vast sums of money. Not Imowirjg >vlut 1 1 
do with their newly found riches, they were huv - 
ing luxuries right and left 
One day pictures would be oU the rage Tin- 
next day it would be china. The httle Jaji.im '■ 
cups that had sold for three florins apii’n /i 1 1 
gone up to three thousand. Tlic chm.v 
switched over to pearls, and when all tin- "i-' 
of all the profiteers had been provided mtli ' " 
rings as large as carrots, pearls bec.inu 
almost over night and the Niiremlnrij 
maters reaped a fortune with qiieir arid t ' 
dinary timepieces that showed not ddK f'' 
utes but also the seconds and that ■'’•'•d ' 
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tune when the hour was struck, just like the bells 
of tlie new town hall. 

As they had heard that tliere lived a painter 
in the Jewish quarter whose house was a museum 
of everything that one could possibly hope to 
collect, a good many of them found their way 
to the Breestraat. 

In the beginning, Rembrandt felt ratlier flat- 
tered, and thought that this meant a renewed 
interest in his own work. But very soon he dis- 
covered that those noisy visitors with their even 
more noisy wives did not care in the least for his 
own art— very often were ignorant of his name- 
called him Ronnebrandt or Remscheidt— patron- 
ized him in most outrageous fashion— gave Titus 
sweetmeats and patted his head and said he was 
a nice little Jewish boy and then asked the mas- 
ter how much he would take for an enameled 
Turkish sword or a piece of ivory carving from 
the Indies. Then he would grow angry at such 
an indignity (for he well knew the value of his 
own work) and instead of making these misera- 
ble war profiteers pay an outrageous sum for 
some article which he himself had bought in a 
moment of weakness and for which his visitors 
were willing to pay ten times the original price, 
he would show them the door in a most abrupt 
fashion (he stiU could speak the vernacular of 
the Weddesteeg in Leyden with great fluency) 
and then these amazing guests would depart and 
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would spread it among all tlieit friends that this 
man Borapol, that so^Iled artist, wiio gave him- 
self such airs, was an ill-natured ruOiau and tliat 
one ought to give him a iwde berth and hue 
nothing to do with him. 

Until the rumor had gone all over town that 
the painter was a sullen and crabbed barbarian— 
a morose and splenebc fellow— vvliose swinish ili- 
temper had tiu-ned him joto an mvolnntarj re- 
cluse, shunned by all his neighbors for his vio- 
lence and irascibility. 

Nothing could have been less true than that. 
Rembrandt was of this eaith earlhi. He was 
fashioned out of the common clav of oiu' land 
and our land, lest we forget, lies fifteen feet lie- 
low sea-level. But he had one enormous adv.in- 
tage over the majority of Ins neighbors Like most 
other artists he had a purpose in life and he was 
too busy with his own prohiems to eiifoy that 
leisure which is the breeding ground of gossip 
and spite 

I sometimes hinted at books as a substitute for 
the infinitely more etpensive objects of art wilii 
which he filled his room. 

"You have been telling me to be careful, lie 
said. ‘'Evetybody I ever knew Jus been telling 
me to be careful. You are a nun of fact (tli.it is 
why I like you) and rather than tell me outright 
not to buy pictures and helmets and all those 
things m this room .mJ m the oth^ (be made . 
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a gesture that meant to include the whole house ) 
‘You have encouraged me to buy books— and 
read. 

‘Tou remind me of those people who have 
been coining to me ever since I was fourteen 
years old and had smeared some paint (very 
badly I am afraid) on a couple of pieces of can- 
vas. ‘My dear boy,’ they used to say, ‘this is all 
very nice and very pretty but it will never lead 
to anything. You can’t learn your trade here. We 
in the North are all of us barbarians when it 
comes to the arts. Italy, the South, that is the 
country for you.’ 

“I used to make them very angry vvdth my 
attitude. Tainting,’ I used to say, ‘is nothing but 
seeing. You see something that impresses you and 
then you paint it, or if you have a gift for some- 
thing else, then you draw it or hack it out of a 
piece of marble, as the Greeks used to do, or you 
make a tune out of it and play it on the organ.’ 

"And then I would add that it did not depend 
so much upon what you saw as how you saw it 
and that a good artist could get more inspiration 
out of a dead bullock hanging from a ladder in 
some mean village butcher-shop, than a bad one 
out of half a dozen beautiful churches in the vil- 
lage where Raphael himself was bom. 

“All this sounded like terrible heresies to the 
good people among whom I grew up. All I meant 
was that the Italians living in Italy should get 
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their emotion (the wrvl inspinlion is povxl 
enough for theologians and for amateur artist's) 
from Italian s\ibj<exts» but that ut fwple li\ iiig in 
Holland should get onr emotions from the sills' 
}ects with which we wxre fannh.iT in our own 
countij* and not from somelhius a ihonsaml miles 
away. 

*■ 50 , when I was veta* young I had thought that 
painting was merely a matter of seeing, of feel- 
ing, of sensing some particular object or idea ami 
translating. One day 1 was w orVing in my father s 
mill and something happened to me. 1 don't 
mean that I was painting in my fall>crs mill. 
In those early days 1 was not cncoutaged \eT> 
much to become an artist. .My people were simple 
folk and very pious. They had the usual prejudiw 
against the arts and especially against the artists. 
NVhen one mentioned the word painter, they 
thought of B.abylon and Sorlom at once, and 
when I first told them that 1 wanted to Ik* n peat 
painter, like Lucas \*an Leyden, who was the 
first man whose works 1 had ever seen, they shook 
their heads and said *No,' they wanted me to l>e 
a good Christian and get alicad in the world 

“I seemed to fiavc a faitlv good brain— I was 
much cle\'crcr than my brothers. One of them 
could succeed father in the mill mid the oth'TS 
would be taught a trade that ihev miRhf sywnd 
their days as God-fearing membfr*- m good 
standing of some honorable pilUl of art’^ms. 
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would tliey please pay my luilion, they firryaxt' 
me {or having played hookey from my sclioUrly 
duties and as Swanenburcirs charges were less 
than the tuition fee of the university, tlicy de* 
cided that they might as well let me stay where 
1 tvas and ^vork out my ow^n sa\%*ation accoiding 
to the best of my o'vn abilities. 

“But before that time, 1 could only draw when 
no one was looking my way and every afternoon 
after school time^ my brother Cornells and I usc<l 
to go to the mill on the tt^all and help father with 
his work. Have you e%'cr been in a mill? You have. 
Ever been in a miU on a bright, suti'shiny sort of a 
day? Well, then you have missed somc^fng. For 
die wings do curious diings to the inlerior on a 
day like that. There was a brisk eastern wind 
Mowing outside and the wings went past die 
window, g'chuck-g’diuck-g'Miuck, just a sort 
of guttural sound like the snapping ot a musket 
and then the sudden swish oi those enormous 
wooden arms, cleaving the air. And every time 
one of chose wings passed by one of iho windows, 
the light was cut off for perhaps a hundredth 
part of a second-just a Oash-lQO short to meas- 
ure by the clock-but visible, just the satnc-vciy 
visible indeed, ioi every time it happened, the 
room became pitcds dark. 

“Now you may remember that when we were 
young, the country was suffering from a pbct>e 
of rats. There were people who did nothisg^ai: 
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in bvo words, but you know of course that there 
are a number of colors, like yellow and blue and 
red and combinations of colors and v\e painters 
are supposed to know all about those colors and 
their combmations and that is how we paint our 
pictures. We tell stones in daubs of color, [ust 
as others tell stones in lines or with the help oi 
words or notes. At least, that is what I had ahiavs 
taken for granted and I had done my best to 
learn how to use those colors 
“But that morning in the mill, there '\frerjt 
any colors, at least, none of the colors \Mth which 
I had been farmbai from in> earliest childhooil 
when some one gave me mj first bo\ o( pamfs 
The light in front of that r.if cage was different 
from the light behind it, %shich w>is different 
again from the light on the left of it aiui all these 
different sorts of light did not n-inam tlie sam* 
but changed ever>’ moment Of toiiise, when I 
say Tighl’ I mean air and when I sa\ air, I me.ui 
light. ^Vhat I really nie.in is the span* which fills 
all our rooms and all our hnuM-s .mJ the whoh 
world—lhe stuff we breathe and thmit^h wlmh 
the birds fly. And then the id<M Mtdih nlv btrucl 
me (and that was the wh'ii / turned 

from Saul to Paul) does .ill dns sp lu -thi'; air- 
really have a color in our s.-nse nf t/ii- woi 
is it possible to translaU tint <oIi*r into tei 
paint? 

“Let me show yon" i h' '< he pn up 2 
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ter mug that was standing on the table)— “let me 
show you. You see that mug. It is about three 
feet away from you. And now” (moving it to- 
wards himself) “it is only two feet away. Suppose 
I want to paint this. I can get the illusion of dis- 
tance by applying the rules of perspective which 
Master Diirer of Nirremberg laid down in that 
little book of his. That would be enough when 
I use a pencil or pen and ink. But when I use 
color, I ought to be able to create that impression 
of distance in some other way— in the way nature 
does it, or rather, in the way I suspect that nature 
does it. For I have now spent the greater part of 
every day dining the last forty years— Sundays 
included, to the horror of my good parents— try- 
ing to solve the problem and I know just as little 
about it to-day as I did when I first began. 
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EL GRECO 


XiiE Fon.ou’jN'C iiEfEnEN'CES TO'Et. Greco oud 
the extraordinary evaluation of his art, appear in 
the pages of Mr. Somerset Mau^innis noocl, OJ 
Human Bondage. This selection oQcrs brilliant 
proof that the discussion of art and oft/5ts need 
not bo confined to the textbook or to ponderous 
volumes on aesthetics or art history. It is cer- 
tainly flppropHoic thot st«c/» tlfscr/sslons take 
place in the home as well as the classroom and 
that ordinary folk as ti.ell as scholars dare talk tn 
Iifciy terms about pictures or their makers., 

The following scene is fiction; and the charac- 
ters are the product of Mr. Mawgitom's unitfue 
skill as a novelist. In this instance, the author 
has his character Athclny discuss the painter El 
Greco in a rnanner whicis reveals 'Maugham’s 
keen understanding. Though note ackT\ouAedgcd 
one of the great masters, El Greco was hardly 
known to critics or public W years ago. The 
French art critic Arsenc Alexandre wrote in a let- 
ter to Maurice Borr^s: 

At this lime (1890) I had ample proof, at To- 
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b 

ir. Somerset Maugham 


Atiielny cof w from ln‘s cliair, waUced over 
to the Spanish cabinet, let down the front witli 
ib great gilt hinges and gorgeous lock, and dis- 
pUjed a series of Uttic drawers. He took out a 
bundle of photographs. 

“Do you know El Cfcco?” he asked. 

“Ob, I remember one of the men in Paris \s'as 
awfully impressed by him.” 

"El Greco was the painter of Toledo. Betty 
couldn’t find the photograph 1 wanted to show 
you. It’s a picture that El Crero painted of the 
city be Io\'ed, and its truer than any photograph. 
Come and sit at the table." 

Philip dragged his chair fonvard, and Athelny 
set the photograph before lum. He looked at it 
curiously, for a long time, in silence. He stretched 
out his hand for oAer photographs, and Athelny 
passed them to him. He bad never before ‘Veen 
the work of that enigmatic master; and at the 
^st glance he was bothered by 'Ac atbitraiy 
drawing: Ae figures were extraordinarily elon- 
gated; Ac "heads were very small, the attitudes 
8j 
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night, and it-made so vehement an Impression 
upon him that he could never get away from it.” 

Philip remembered how Glutton had been af- 
fected by this strange master, whose work he 
now saw for the first lime. He thought that Glut- 
ton \vas the most interesting of all the people bo 
had known in Paris. His sardonic manner, his 
hostile aloofness, had made it difficult to know 
him; but it seemed to Philip, looking back, that 
there had been in him a tragic force, which 
sought vainly to express itself in painting. He 
was a man of unusual character, mystical after 
the fashion of a lime that had no leaning to mys- 
ticism, who was impatient with life because he 
found himself unable to say the things which the 
obscure Impulses of his heart suggested. His in- 
tellect was not fashioned to tire uses of the spirit. 
It was not surprising that he felt a deep sym- 
pathy with the Greek who had devised a new 
technique to express the yearnings of his soul. 
Philip looked again at the series of portraits of 
Spanish gentlemen, with ruffles and pointed 
beards, their faces pale against the sober black 
of their clothes and the darkness of the back- 
ground. El Greco was the painter of the soul; 
and these gentlemen, wan and wasted, not by ex- 
haustion but by restraint, with their tortured 
minds, seem to walk unaware of the beauty of 
the world; for dieii eyes look only in their hearts, 
and they are dazzled by the glory of the unseen. 
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No painter has shown more pitilessly that the 
world is but a place of passage, llie souls of the 
men he painted speak their strange longings 
through their eyes: their senses arc miraculously 
acute, not for sounds and odours and colour, but 
for the very subtle sensations of the soul. The 
noble walks with the monkish heart within him, 
and his eyes see things which saints in their cells 
see too, and he is unastounded. His lips are not 
lips that smile. 

Philip, silent still, rehirncd to the photograph 
of Toledo, which seemed to him the most arrest- 
ing picture of tlicm all. He could not take his 
eyes off it. He felt strangely that he was on the 
threshold of some new discovery in life. He was 
tremulous with a sense of adventure. He tliought 
for an instant of tlie love that had consumed him: 
love seemed very trivial beside the excitement 
which now leaped in his heart. The picture he 
looked at was a long one, with houses crowded 
upon a hill; in one corner a boy was holding a 
large map of the toxvn; in another was a classical 
figure representing the river Tagus: and in the 
sky was the Virgin surrounded by angels. It was 
a landscape alien to all Philip’s notions, for he 
had lived in circles that worshipped exact real- 
ism; and yet here again, strangely to himself, he 
felt a reality greater tlian any achieved by die 
masters in whose steps humbly he had sought to 
walk. He heard Athelny say that the representa- 
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tion was so precise that when the citizens of To- 
ledo came to look at the picture they recognised 
their houses. The painter had painted exactly 
what he saw, but he had seen with the eyes of 
the spirit. There was something unearthly in that 
city of pale gray. It \vas a city of the soul seen 
by a wan light that was neither that of night nor 
day. It stood on a green hill, but of a green not 
of this world, and it was surrounded by massive 
walls and bastions to be stormed by no machines 
or engines of man's invention, but by prayer and 
fasting, by contrite sighs and by mortifications of 
the flesh. It was a stronghold of God. Those gray 
houses were made of no stone known to masons, 
there was something terrifying in their aspect, 
and you did not know what men might live in 
them. You rnigbt walk through the streets and 
be unamazed to find them all deserted, and yet 
not empty; for you felt a presence inWsible and 
yet manifest to every inner sense. It was a mys- 
tical city in which the imagination faltered like 
one who steps out of the light info darkness; the 
soul walked naked to and fro, knowing the un- 
know-able, and conscious strangely of experience, 
intimate but inexpressible, of the absolute. And 
without surprise, in that blue sky, real with a 
reality that not the eye but the soul confesses, 
With its rack of light clouds driven by strange 
breezes, like the ciics and the sighs of lost souls, 
you saw the Blessed Virgin with a gown of red 
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nml a cloal: of bliu!, siirroiiiitlccl hy d an- 
gels. Plulij) felt tlial the iiihahilanis of that city 
would have .seen tlio apparition without aston- 
ishment, reverent and thankful, and have gone 
llicir ways. 

Alhclny spoke of the mystical writers of Spain, 
of Teresa dc Avila, San Juan de la (Iruz, Tray 
Diego dc Leon; in all of them was that passion 
for the unseen which Philip felt in the pictures 
of El Greco: they seemed to have the jiower to 
touch the incoriiorcal and see the invisible, dliey 
were proud, for thes* were masters of the world. 
Life was passionate and manifold, and because 
\ it offered so much they felt a restless ye.arning for 
w something more; because tiny were human they 
' were unsatisfied; and they threw this eager vi- 
tality of theirs into a vehement strising after the 
ineffable. Athelny was not displeased to find 
someone to whom he could read the tninslations 
with which for some time he had amused his 
leisure; and in his fine, vibrating voice he recited 
tlie canticle of the Soul aiul (ihrist her lover, the 
lovely poem which begins witli the words rn tnia 
ttoclic oscura, and the nnehr srrcixi of Fray Luis 
de Leon. He liad ir.insl.ited them quite simply, 
not without skill, ;ind he hati found words which 
at all events suggested (lie r{)ugh-hewn grandeur 
of tlie ongiicil Tlie pictures of LI (heco c.\- 
jilained them, .uid they expl.iinetl tiie pislure.s. 
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In TnoNtAs Ciu'tn, tcc have perhaps the most 
talkcd-of uMlcr on art in our time. Jits ^^c^ of 
Art urn the first hook of Us kind to he read cover 
to eoccr by an avid public long tcaiting for some- 
one to address them squarely in just such a fash- 
ion, In Hr. Craven's paftes artists come alive. 
They arc no longer moldy characters out of text- 
books and cncyelopcdias, hut sentient humans 
tcith lusts and ambitions, passions and bates. We 
begin to understand better the times tehlch pro- 
duced them. Craven docs for history tchat he 
docs for the artist, and gives dates and place- 
names a new meaning. With the artist thus sil- 
houetted against the background of his own ago 
tec see him reacting to uvrs, plagues, persecu- 
tions and prosperity. We see him In /iIj personal 
eni'irenmenl, the quiet studio, the bourgeois 
home. How much easier it is to understand why 
he poinfi as he docs. It ts no ieon<?ef that hfr. 
Croten has won more converts to the cause of 
art iluin any tcriter of our day. 

In h« opinions of art and artists Thomas Cra- 
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vcn never sits a fence. He is plainly on one side 
or the other. He says what he thinks and what 
he thinks often runs counter to the current trend. 
I think he is a man to welcome an argument. But 
he woidd respect the antagonist who stated his 
case well. If only there were more such provoca- 
tive talk and writing about art! 

In the painting of Diego Velasquez we have 
a startling example of the slight importance of 
subject matter; if the artist brings to the subject 
his own poetic vision he can transmute dross into 
gold. When Velasquez painted portraits of the 
members of the Spanish court, the royal person- 
alities themselves, the bufjoons and dwarfs, he 
had as unprepossessing a group of models as ever 
sat for an artist. He made of these portraits things 
of wonder and the “Monstrous Girl” of the Prado, 
"Mariana of Austria" or the “Count Baltasar” all 
stand in their frames “as if alive.” Here we have 
the art of portraiture brought to its finest flower- 
ing. These canvases alone are enough to rank 
Velasquez with the greatest of the painters. 

II. j. w. 
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Thomas Craven 


The desoent from El Creco'j far-fiung vij;on< 
into the matter-of-fact wciW of V'clisrjuez is stid- 
den and refreshing. U affords a solid exhilantjon 
such as we should experience in turning from t};e 
soul-troubles of Dostoievsiry to the pdludd olv 
jectiti-ity of Ernest Hemingway's aoveb. Tht'rt' 
are no soul-troubles in VeUsquea; no troubles 
indeed of any sort; the overwhclmi.n? reliSJOu*. 
tragedy of Spain, the decaying glory o! the Em- 
pire, rebellion in Holland and Portugal, the sitt- 
emng society of the Hapibtjrgs— r^one of il»ev 
caused him a moment of unea.sirK'Si Coop'd op 
in the Kin^s closet, painting, at th'- King's pb'<» 
ure, the aborticms of tlie court. to 
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men— and for those to whom art is the scientific 
statement of the facts of die visible world, the 
faultless painter. 

Velasquez was a Portuguese aristocrat bom in 
Sevilla in 1599. His father, desiring him to enter 
one of die learned professions, had him carefully 
educated, so an old Sevillian informs us; but his 
education could not have been veiy extensive, 
for he determined at an early age to become a 
painter, and having proved his skill, was ap- 
prenticed in his thirteendi year to Herrera, an 
artist of some prominence in southern Spain. 
The association did not prosper: Herrera was 
half-mad and given to spells of inexcusable 
cmelty, and his pupil soon left him for die more 
amiable and scholarly Pacheco in whose house 
he lived for five years. Pacheco was not much 
of a painter, but he was a man of superior tastes, 
of estimable ambitions, and a charming com- 
panion. Furthermore, he had a daughter. He was 
strong for Raphael, but Velasquez did not take 
to Raphael, nor to any of die Florentines, and 
while the master proclaimed die sublimity of 
classic art, die young hidalgo painted Andalu- 
sian peasants— and made love to Juana. At nine- 
teen, fully grown and the best painter in die 
Soutii, and in all Spain save for the Cretan at 
Toledo, he married die girl, “moved thereto,” 
Pacheco says, “by her idrtue, beauty and good 
qualities and his trust in his own natural genius.” 

He was spared the privations, die long imma- 
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tutity, and the darh inlrospecUon? which so 
patntets have Ivad to suffer. Never was an arlisl 
more contented with his cwvuonment, or less 
open to nevv experiences HU world began and 
ended at the court of King Philip. H5s travels io 
Italy had no effect on him unless it were tn the 
jnodiScation of Ins color, but even that, \ am 
inclined to believe, came to him as it came to 
the tnodem Imptcssionhls, from Ivis marvellously 
acute perception of atmospberic values. 

The Venetians alone tailed forth Ins admira- 
tion, and in his Memoria Dc Lot Tinf nrus, a booV 
unknown to all his biographers, he records, in 
Spanish ns dear and pure ns the bnguage of 
his brush, his praise ol T}nloreUo and SVroncsc. 
Jlis notes on Tintoretto's IVashing of the Ffcl, 
might well be n description of one of his own 
canvases, and show os exactly what he expected 
of the art of painting. "It Is bard to believe,’' he 
writes, “that one is looldog at a pairiling. Such 
is the truth of color, such the exactness ol per- 
spective. that one might thinlc to go in and wall 
on the pavement, tessellated with stones of divers 
colors, which, diminishing in size, mal-c (he 
room stem larger, and lead one to believe that 
there is atmosphere between tlie figures. Vtc 
tables, seats— and a dog w^iich is worked In-nic 
truth, not paint . . . Once for all, any pictvire 
placed beside it looks Iflce something expressed 
m terms of color, and lliis:, therefore, seems all 
the tsues.” 
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Despite die apparent simplicity of Velasquez’s 
point of lacw, it is not a simple matter to explain 
die conjunction of his imiiassive personality ivith 
die facts of life, and harder still is it to describe 
die peculiar satisfaction derived from his paint- 
ings. He knew verj' little about die organic struc- 
uire of the human body, and was as ignorant of 
die universal aspects of art as was his vdfe, 
Juana. His is the science of externals, die logic 
of light and shade. He aiiproached his subjects 
in what might he termed die spirit of scientific 
purity, examining diem in the atmosphere of his 
studio widi tnily spech'oscopical precision. He is 
responsible for die dieory inscribed defiantly on 
die red banners of Modernism, namely, diat it is 
not what one paints but how. His attitude to- 
wards his subjects, borrowed by the French, be- 
came the staple of the Impressionists and was 
pithily expressed in a remark commonly fadiercd 
upon Cezanne: die artist should have as much 
respect for a cheese or a cabbage as for a human 
head. 

The royal family was not more agreeable to 
his brush dian the indentured morons of die 
eourt. Every day, when die ungainly King en- 
tered his studio, a new problem in die visual as- 
pects of matter presented itself. That was all. Tlie 
King was h'eated as still-life. Time and again he 
painted him, but we know no more of him in the 
last pictures than in the first, and no more of the 
artist, save that his eve erew more searcliiiic. his 
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handling of pigment more dextrous, his tones 
mme silvery and enchanting. He painted die 
King’s face in precisely the same spirit as his 
modem kinsman Monet painted hayslacks-the 
same old stacks twenty times over to prove that 
the atmosphere is colored and the color varies 
with the march of the sun. 

It is difficult to discuss this man la any hut a 
technical language, difficult because his fame 
and influence, for the most part, rest upon his 
ability to handle paint Technically, be is gen- 
erafly acknowledged to be the greatest of paint- 
ers, although a good case might bo made for 
Vermeer. But it does not matter. Let us ccmccdc 
bis preeminence, not forgetting, however, that by 
tpchnkiue we mean. <saiismanship and not the 
icetdtable form evolved by every artist who has 
anything to say. Velasquez's eye was practically 
unerring; his hand obedient to his eye; his touch 
inexpressibly sensitive. 

Connoisseurs, seduced 1:^ his ‘Ticautiful paint- 
ing,” praise his »’hirTT„. r.r ' 

doting OQ a fres • % ^ ' 

over the rose a k.iiu* uiu puruy oi 

tones blended with the lightness of water-color, 
grow eloquent over the caressing softness of 
brush-strokes that twist a little blob of paint into 
a Itp or a bit of face, talk of the “muted melodies’' 
of his color, and shout fa adoration of bis infi- 
nite tact when he drops a touch of color into a 
shadow—the final fieck to define the top of the 
9S 
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nose. All of winch is fine and rare and delightful 
to tlie eye. 

In analyzing Velasquez’s straightforward ap- 
proach to life, I have, perhaps, over-emphasized 
his literalness. His heads arc not the emotionally 
flat images recorded by the camera; his harmo- 
nics do not c.xist ready-made in nature. What he 
gives us is an intensified version of the visible 
world. I have spoken of the peculiar satisfaction 
of his paintings, a satisfaction, as we now see, 
deriving from his perfectly normal point of view. 
Here is a man unencumbered by a heavy burden 
of ideals and philosophies; here is an artist who 
gives us, not tlie dignity of man, but the dignity 
of matter. 

In Velasquez tliis is refreshing; of his followers 
we cannot say as much. After him there is no 
further need for architectural painting; he made 
it easy for non-thinking artists to usurp the field; 
he directed attention to the dignity of material 
things by suppressing the spiritual, and his dis- 
ciples, completing the ruin of the classical edifice, 
have taken die mind out of painting altogedier 
and reduced it to the level of barren processes. 
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ings are certainly less fleshly than the saints of 
Rubens and often not so sensual as Raphael’s 
famed Madonnas. 

It may be said that in the pictures of Vermeer 
we find ennobled the home life of good and right- 
eous people. He left to some of his contempo- 
raries the realistic depiction of the tavern life 
with its drunken play and to others the rich leg- 
ends of fable, with lush nymphs and fauns. 
Vermeer has brought poetry to the subject of a 
“Young Girl at a Spinet,” a “Lady Writing,” or 
the simple view of a room with “A Girl Asleep.” 

The piece which follows is from the first chap- 
ter of Vermeer by Philip L. Hale. Here is an 
example of sound scholarship, with a text written 
in the quiet mood of Vermeer’s paintings. Mr. 
Hale was himself a painter, a teacher and a lec- 
turer. He was born in Boston, Massachusetts in 
1865, of lineage stemming back to Nathan Hale, 
the American patriot. Since we have sought in 
this volume to achieve range and variety in styles 
of writing, it should be interesting for the reader 
to contrast the following chapter by Philip Hale, 
with Taine’s treatment of Rubens. 

Vermeer is one of the few painters of whom 
we have no authenticated self-portrait. We have 
therefore, included in our selection of illustra- 
tions the picture known as “A Painter’s Studio” 
and sometimes called “Portrait of the Artist.” 

H. j. w. 
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Philip L. Hale 


The best i.ie.v ia art arc found by a process of 
elxmfiuUon. It may bo o challenging statement 
to call Jan Venneer of Delft the greatest painter 
svbo has ever lived. Vet In sliccr dowwight pajnt* 
”ing, he ^s”as in most respects the leader of oH. 
There were giants, of course, such ns Velasquez, 
Rubens and Rembrandt, who did very wonder» 
ful things, but none of these c%’er conceived of 
arriving at tone by an etqulsltely fust rebtion 
of colour wlues-the essence of contemporary 
painting that is really good. 

Various qualities in Vermeer’s work arc those 
for which the best painten of our day strh'o: his 
design, his colour values, his edges, his way of 
using the square touch, his occasionally poInliUd 
touch, all of which arc qualities that one seldom 
observes In other old masters. ^Ve of today par- 
ticularly admire Vermeer because ho has at- 
tacked what seem to us significant problems or 
motives, and has solved them, on the whole, as 
we like to see them solved. And with this he has 
been able to retain something of Ihp scrcnit>’, 
poise and finish that wc regard as peculiarly the 
99 
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property of the old masters. Our present-day 
work is often petulant; that of the old masters 
was generally serene. 

True it is, as will appear in the discussion to 
follow, that Vermeer was not always wholly suc- 
cessful. Nobody ever has been, and doubtless no 
one ever will be. It is silly to ascribe to one’s 
hero all the virtues; it is enough to point out tlic 
qualities which he possesses. 

By and large, Vermeer has more great paint- 
ing qualities and fewer defects tlian any other 
painter of any time or place. He was born in 
1632 and died at tlie age of forty-three in 1675; 
and it is when one compares him with other 
great artists of his own day and land that his 
superiority is most manifest. Terborch, by com- 
parison with Vermeer, appears sleazy and man- 
nered; de Hooch looks hot and stodgy; even 
Metsu, perhaps the most accomplislied techni- 
cian of them all, seems rather artificial and by 
no means alert to colour values. Each of these 
men, of course, had extraordinary qualities. But 
Vermeer combined within himself most of tlieir 
good qualities and avoided many of their de- 
fects. 

His manner of seeing is tlie basic excellence 
of Vermeer’s art— the thing tliat sets it apart 
from the work of other men. Where odiers had 
a genius for drawing or for colouration, he had 
a genius for vision. One arrives, while studying 
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his work carcfullj', nl n frcUnjf Uint lin looVcd (it 
things harder Uian oOters }inv(> Inolnl oi Itn'iii, 
hfany painters ncqiiirn n t*r ithiifitK 

things, a porthprU, which liiipeii thern to f)l«l'<rr 
nature to suit their hook. Vctmeei, (ih*, !ii» 
manner of workmanship, Ixil itlur ho hji«l hiid 
his picture In, and indeed carried It rjn/le int. 
he seems to linvc sat h.ack ntid fontir'd nt w'hur 
svas before him again and again to sro )i lle/o 
v.'as anything ho could do to his plctiirn (o /o/ifo 
it portray more closely the real arpoi t of ihifu/o 
-is croie cMl^, ai Ciidave Oorhet iliffl 
it His almost perfect rendering w/tt tho 



TllE POCKET BOOK OF OLD MASTERS 

known about him. Following the lead of his “re- 
discoverer,” M. Theophile Thore, who called 
him “the Sphinx of Delft,” those members of the 
general public who knew anything about him 
at all— even so much as his name— thought of 
him as a man of mystery. They came almost to 
doubt his very existence and to wonder how pic- 
tures painted so entrancingly could be the work 
of a man so little known and so completely with- 
out any background of alluring anecdote. Indeed, 
as we shall see, many of his pictures themselves 
were for years attributed to other painters, some 
through ignorance, some through deliberate 
fraud, because they would sell better if they 
bore some other name than his— some name that 
was at the moment better known. 

It may truly be said that the real romance of 
Vermeer is the extraordinary story of how he 
sank into oblivion, slumbered for centuries and 
then came again out of his deep obsciurity into 
the light of fame. For, as we shall see, he was 
by no means an unimportant figure in his own 
day. Modern research has established the fact 
that he attained the status of master painter in 
the Guild of St. Luke at Delft when he was 
barely twenty-one, the son of parents who came 
from families on the whole of fairly substantial 
means; that he was mentioned in a poem written 
when he was scarcely twenty-two in a way which 
indicates how highly he was considered as a 
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rCRMEEfi 

jxmng roan of prosilsf; that Be Bad tlrtadj' 
rltd at twenty the danchtfr c{ a, xrcsaa '“Bo 
dearly regarded him as a good aod drp^ixJiB^ 
son-In-bw througBoct Bis ccmparathely^^rcrt 
life; that he duriag at least fccr dl::erT=! 
years, one of the sii Syndics cf the Ccid and 
for t\\o of those years their duirrua cr rom*" 
dent; that he %\-as cspeciaKy \is:!ed By a Frmdi 
connoisseur in his studio; that Be trts pirtxo- 
Urly mentioned in the \t)!uiraaOTJS werh cf the 
local historian during his mu lifetime; {3;at 
throughout his career as a painter fa Delft he 
associated on equal terms in irsporsihle fc^i- 
tioDs ssith men much older than LhnscL^; that 
there is reason to belirne that his pictsm 
brought csccUent prices during his «jwq day be- 
cause sales records show that in the years imrs*- 
dutely following his death thej* told for rtmt 
which compared fa\-orabt>* with lljose paid fc? 
the worb of other men. For rrajcmi which will 
be set forth later, how'O'cr, Vrrmerr*! reputation 
presently languished and llie fame w Ijich scrmnl 
Ucely to be his passed him by. We sec, prrKapi. 
an early indication of this In the rfroul of a sale 
ci pictures less than half a century after Mi death 
when the dealer, in listing a plchme Iq* \’cnn«T 
of Delft, let forth ns a selling argument that It 
IS good as an Eglon Wn dcr Ncer. ’ - ' 

^ oS Vhe rrasma why hu trpulaUon bnaLiw 
obscnKd my hare bren breausc lo (r,. ct Wj 

loj 
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pictures came into public view. If it be true, as 
some scholars surmise, that his productive years, 
which in the nature of things could not have 
been much more than twenty, were really no 
more than ten, the number of paintings which 
he left behind him must still be regarded as 
small, even when one realizes how much time it 
must have taken to paint as he painted. There 
are not fifty well-authenticated pictures by Ver- 
meer known to be in the world today, and the 
number of “lost” Vermeers, even if one includes 
some dubiously recorded attributions, is small. 
A painter whose name seldom turned up in the 
sales catalogues could not become widely known 
by that easiest of all methods of publicity— get- 
ting frequently mentioned; and with so limited a 
number of pictures to change hands the oc- 
casions when a Vermeer would be offered would 
naturally be few. And so it was perhaps not sur- 
prising, when John Smith wrote his nine-volume 
work on the most eminent Dutch, Flemish and 
French painters, in 1833, that he remarked, with 
curious logic, in the tiny paragraph which he de- 
voted to Vermeer, “this painter is so little known, 
by reason of the scarcity of his works, that it is 
quite inexplicable how he attained the excellence 
many of them exhibit.” 

Inexplicable or not, “the excellence many of 
them exhibit” was the thing which finally brought 
Vermeer the fame so long denied him, for when 
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io the n-ifie tJUes d l5» uSsrtrratK cksVjt)' 

M. Ttori saw ibc Vkrr pf Dctfi at niff Hafjur, 
be wii JO trnprcsw! by ItJ cxccllcses; tiiSt I**? ^ 
cat (crtKwitlx <ra hh <iu«t (at more bf 

its Lttle Icncra-n piiatcr. 

Hial was ^e bry^nnin?. Ibe pTr*li» d Vcr* 

mccr'i faae was slow, tit It was it'ady, sod 
was safe aod rjre. Kow aryl an article ajf 
pcircd, and now and tbea a IwoV. tst<rn of fact 
and mon of suraiitc wrre rejv.‘a!e»J, after li/* 
raaner o! writm, from one writer to ar>oti»er. 
Slcwly tbeobicurity was lifted, bowner. and the 
facts emerged. 

P«hapt the tnort obvio^w oddcncc of a paint* 
er’i fame Is wfiere bit plcturei arr to !►« 
and how tn’sclj tJi*^* brine In ll>e marVrtpbicr*. 
In Vennecr'f ciic. cf the fort)'-cdd plrtitm wtif 
fartonly aicribed to him, irvore tlian fotif>Eflh* 
have arrived at final and permarKtit Kotnea In 
public muiwrmt and of the fw oOim jctrtal 
are in collections wbtcJi arc on their way to ln^ 
coming public propert)*. Tire time it not far tlit* 
lant. therefore, when the opportunity to api^y 
die oiteriem of price to a picture by Vermerr will 
hast gone arid when ft woH not be a matter of 
sensational news that an American cnllettor hai 
bought a V er me e r for 5200,000 or tiiat a»otl»<T 
American collector lus offered bis for a qsjartcr 
a million dollars. When twenty-ooe of Vcf*- 
meer’j paintings were sold in AinstcrdArn in 



THE POCKET BOOK OF OLD MASTERS 

tliey brought all told only 1404 florins, a small 
sum judged by modern standards, even though, 
as has already been said, tlieir prices were not 
small by comparison wtli others. Witlr scarcely 
more tlian t%vice as many accounted for today, 
Mr. James Henry Duveen has estimated Uie total 
value of tire entire small number at about twenty- 
five million dollars (five million pounds). Wlren 
the Music Lesson was bought as a van Micris for 
King George III, it cost less tlian $500 (£.100); 
now it is said to be worlli from $400,000 to $500,- 
000 (£80,000 to £100,000). Tire Millctuomnii 
sold for about $70 in 1696; some two centuries 
later it was bought for the Rijks Museum at Am- 
sterdam for about $120,000 (£24,000), 

Tire personality which tlrrough tire years has 
eluded Arose whose attention can be caught only 
by dre beating of tire drum is revealed in Are de- 
vice of subject, in the arrangement of colorrrs, in 
Are registraAon of colom: values and of edges; it 
does not appear in litAe graces of indicaAon and 
handling. The man simply painted on, sAiving 
for and attaining Are rightness of things, not cun- 
ning litAe affectaAons, taking mannerisms or en- 
gaging graces. He conceived and sought the best 
arrangement of line and colour that he could 
achieve. He must have had the thought, uttered 
or unexpressed, that if only he could make 
painAng just like what • ’ efore him it 

comprise all the valid f merits. 
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